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A PREFATORY ESSAY 

O N 

E L E G Y. 



T T is obfcrvablc, tkat dircourfes ^^^a/ to poetry art 
* contrived very frequently to inculcate fuch tenets as 
may exhibit the performance to the greateft advan- 
tage. The fabric is very commonly raifed in the /r^ 
ptaccy and the meatiires> by which we are to judge of 
its merit, are afterwards adju^d. 

There have been few rules given us by the critics 
concerning the ftru^hire <^i elegiac ^qetxy 5 and fer be it 
^rom the author of the following trifles to di^fyhis 
own opiftiuns with that denomination. He would only 
intimate the great variety oi fubje^ty and the different 
fljUi in which the writers of elegy have hitherto in- 
Uuljged themfelyes, and endeavour to fhield the &>11qw- 
i)>g ones by the latitude of tbeir example. 

If we confider the etymology • of the fwordy the 

cpitjiet which f Horace giyes it, or thp cpafeflion 

B 2 lyhich 

^ f-Xf7fii'> f particulam dolendit 

t " Miferabiles clegos,'' HoR. 
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city of rural life to advantage : and that, in a my 

diftin£k from pajhralf as much as the plain but js* 

dicious landlord may be imagined to fiirpaft hit tennt 
both in dignity and undnfitmdmg* It ftiould alio \ai 
to elevate the more tranquil virtues of bumUiiy, diJbtUh' 
ijiednefsy fittpticity^ and innocence : but then there is i 
d^^ee of elegance and refinement, no way inconfiAeBt 
with thefe rural virtues \ and that raifes elegy abote 
that merum rus^ that uttpotifbed mfticity, which hat 
given our pafloral writers their higheft reputation. 

Wealth and fplendor will never want their pooper 
weight : the danger is, left they ihould too much pre- 
ponderate. A kind of poetry therefore which throws 
its chief influence into the other fcale, that magnifies 
the fweets of liberty and independence, that emdeiats^ 
honeft delights of love and friendihip, that celehraUs the 
%Ury of a good name after death, that ridicules the 
futile arrogance of birth, that recommends the indocent 
amufement of letters, and infenfibly prepares the mind 
for that humanity it inculcates^ fucb a kind of poetry 
may chance to pleafe ; and if it pleafe, fhould ieetn to 
be of fervice. 

As to thtflyle of elegy, it may be well enough de- 
termined from "What has gone before. It fliould imi- 
tate the voice and language of grief, or if a metaphor 
of drefs be more agreeable, it ihould be (impie an4 
difiiile, and flowing as a mourner's veil. A verfifict- 
tion therefore is defirable, which, by indulging a firde 
and unconftrained expreflion, may admit of that fim- 
plicity which elegy requires. 

4 Heroic 
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Heroic metre, with alternate rh5nne, fcems well 
enougli adapted to this fpecies of poetry ; and, however 
exceptionable upon other occaflons, its inconveniencies 
appear to lofe their weight in Jhorter elegies ; and its 
abdvantages feem to acquire aji additional importance.. 
The world has an admirable example of its beauty in 
a colie6tion of elegies not long flnce publi/bedy the pro- 
du£l of a gentleman * of the moft exa£l tafte, and. 
whoib untimely deadi merits all the tears that elegy 
can Ihed. 

it is not impoflible that fome may think this ^mXxe 
too lax and prolkic : others, that even a more difTolute 
variety of numbers may have fuperior advantages.. 
And, in favour of thefe laft, might be produced the 
«:xampleof Milton in his Lycidas, together with onp 
or two recent and beautiful imitations of his verfl- 
fication in that monody. But this kind of argu- 
ment, I am apt to think, muft prove too much ^ Cukc 
tie writers I have in view feem capable enough, of/ 
recommending any metre they (hall chufe i though it 
muft be owned alfo, that the choice tbsy make of any, 
is 8t the fame time the ftrongeft prefumption in its 
favoir. 

Peihaps it may be no great difficulty to eomprBmifi 
the dilute. There is no one kind of metre that is diT- 
tinguiiied by rhymes, but is liable to fome obje6lion 
or othtr. Heroic verfe, where every fecond line is 
tcrroinaed by a rhyme, (with which the judgment re- 
B 4 quires 

• Mr. Hammond, 
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quires that the fenfe /hould in fome meafure alfo ter- 
minate) is apt to render the expreflion either fcanty 
or conftrained. And this is fometimes obfervable iji 
the writings of a poet lately deceafed ; though I believe 
no one ever threw fo much fenfe tog;ether with fo much 
eafe into a couplet as Mr- Pope. But> as an air of 
conjiraiat too often accompanies this metre, it fcems 
by no means proper for a writer of elegy. 

The pnvious rhyme in Milton's Lycidas is very fre- 
quently placed at fuch a diftance from the following, 
that it is often dropt by the memory (much better 
employed in attending to the fentiment) before it be 
brought to Join its partner : and this feems- to be the 
greateft obj.e6lion to that kind of vei'fiiication. But theji 
the peculiar eafe and varieiy it admits of, are no doubt 
fuHidentto overbalance the obj,e6lion> and to give it 
the preference to any other, in an elegy oiUngth, 

The chief exception to which y?«B2!a of all kind> 
is liable, is, that it breaks the fenfe too regularly 
when it is continued through a long poem. Aid 
this may be perhaps the fault of Mr. Waller's ex- 
cellent panegyric. But if this fault be lefe difcernble 
in fmaller compofitions, as I fuppofe it //, I fetter 
inyfelf, that the advantage^ I have before mentoned 
refulting from alternate rhyme (with which ftanta is, 
I think, conne6led) may, at leaft in ^or/^r elegies, be 
allowed to outweigh its imperfie6lions, 

I fhall fay but little of the different hmU of elegy. 
The melancholy of a lover is different, nc doubt, 
from what we feel on other mixed occaiiois. The 

mind 
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mind in which love and grief at once predomi- 
nate, is foftened to an ixcefs. Love-elegy therefore is 
more negligent of order and deiign, and being ad- 
drefTed chiefly to the ladies, requires Tittle more than 
tendernefs and perfpktiity. Elegies, that are formed 
upon promifcuous incidents, and addreAed to the world 
in general, inculcate fome fort of moral, and admit a 
dif&rent degree of reafoining, thought, and ardour. 

The author of the following elegies entered on hi9 
fub)e6ls occafionalfyf as particular incidents in lifeyir^- 
gtfiedy or diipofitions of mind Yecommended them to 
his choice. If he defcribes a rural landfltip, or unfolds 
the train of fentbnents it infpired, he fairly drew his 
pi^ure from tlie fpot ; and felt very fenfibly the affec- 
tion he communicates. If he fpeaks ef his humbl^ 
fhed, his flocks and his iieeees, he does not counter- 
feit the fcene; who having (whether through choice or 
neceflity, is not material) retired betimes tacoiratry- 
iblitudes, said fought his happinefs in rural employ- 
ments, has aright to coniider himfelf as a rea( iSiepherd* 
The flocks, thp meadows, and the grottos, are hit 
onxm^ and the embellifhment of hisy/zr/ohis fole amufe- 
ment. As the fentiments tlierefore were infpired by 
nature, and that in the earlier part of his life, he hopes 
they will retain a natural appearance \ difitifingat Icafl 
forae part of that amufemcnt, which he freely acknow** 
leges he received from the compofition of them. 

There will appear perhaps a real inconfiftency in 
the moral tenor of the feveral elegies ; and the fub- 
fequent ones may fometimes feem a recantation of the 
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pnceding. The reader will fcsurcely impite this to : 
Mrejriightj but will allow, that men's opinions as well: 
as teaifwrs vary ; that neither pubjLic nor private, a6live 
aor ffeciilative kfe,. are uaexccptibnably ha^^y, and 
eonleqtiently diat ahy change of opinion concerning 
A«m may afford ah additional beauty to poetry, as it 
{tye» us a more ftrikiixg r^refentation of life. 

Xf the author has hazarded, lim)Ughout, the ufe of- 
BQgU& oc modern allufioBS, he hopes it will not be 
is(i|>uted to an entire igaorahce, or to the /^^/difefteem,. 
(4 ^ aAcJent learning. He has kept the ancient 
^to^and meiboii in his eye, though he builds his edi- 
fice widi the materials of his own nation.. In other 
words, through a fondnefs for his native country, he 
has made ufe of the flowers it produced, tliough, in 
order to exhibit them to the greater advantage, he has ■ 
endeavoured to weave his garland by the beft model he 
(Quld find : with what fuccefs, beyond his own amufe- 
ment, muft be left to judges lefs partial to him 
than either his acquaintance or his friends. — If any of 
liiofe ihould be fo candid, as to approve the variety of 
fwbje£^6 he has chofen, and the tendemefs of fentiraent 
be has endeavoured to imprefs, he begs the metrg alfo 
may not be too fuddenly condenmed. The public ear, 
habituated of late to a quicker meafure, may perhaps 
C4»niider this as heavy and languid ; but an obje6^ion of 
that kmd may gradually lofe its force, if this mea- 
i«re ihould be allowed to fuit the nature of elegy. 

If 
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If It fliould happen to be confidered' as an obje^l: 
with others^ that there is too much of a moral caft 
diffufed through the whole ; it is replied^ that heendea'^ 
'voured to animate the poetry fo far as not to render 
this obje£lion too obvious ; or to rifque excluding the 
fafhionable reader: at the fame time never deviating 
from a fixed principle, that poetry without morality is^ 
but the biofom oi' sl fruit-tree. Poetry is.ihd^eed like 
that fpecies of plants, which may bear at once both fruits 
and bloffoms ; and the tree is by no means in perfection 
without the farmery however it may be embelli/hed by 
the flowers whicli furround it». 
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ELEGIES. 

ELEGY I. 

He arrives at his retirement in the country, and 
takes occafion to expatiate in praife of fimpli- 
city. To a Friend. 

"p O R rural virtues, and for native fkies, 
'*' I bade Augufta's venal ions farewell ; 
Now 'miJ the trees, I fee my fmoke arile j 

Now hear the fountains bubbling round my cell. 
*0 may that genius, which fecures my reil, ' 

Prefei*ve this villa for a friend that 's dear ! 
Ne'er may my vintage [^lad the fordid brcafl j * 

Ne'er tinge the lip that dares be unfmcere ! 
Far from thefe paths, ye faithlefs friends, depart I 

Fly my plain board, abhor my hoftile name ! 
Ilence I tlie faint verfe that flows not.from the heart. 

But mourns in laboured ftrains, the price of fame I 

O lovM fimplicity, be thine the prize ! 

Afiiduous art correal her page in vain 1 
His be the palm who, guiltlefs of difguife. 

Contemns the power, the dull refource to feign ! 
Still may the mourner, lavifh of his tears 

For lucre's venal meed, invite my fcom ! 
Still may tlie bard diffembling doubts and fsars. 
For praife, for flattery fighing, figh forlorn I 

Soff 
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Soft as die line of love-fick Hammond flows, 

'/Twas \m fond heart. efiiisM the melting th^: 
Ahl never could Aonia^s hill difcloie 

So fair a foimtain> or fo lovM a ftream. 
Ye lovelefs bards I intent with artful pain* 

To fonn a iigh, or to contrive a tear ! 
SRovego your Pindus, and on — -— plains 

Survey Camilla*s charms, and grow flncere. 
3ut thou, my friend ! virhile in thy youthful f< 

Love's gentle tyrant feats his aweful throne. 
Write from thy bofom—let not art controul 

The ready pen, that makes his edifts known 
Pleafing, when youth is long expir'd, to trace 

The forms our pencil, or our pen defignM ! 
<« Such was our youthful air, and fliape, and f 

«< Such the foft image of our youthful min 
Soft whilft we deep beneath tlie rural bowers. 

The Loves and Graces fteal unfeen away ; 
And where the turf diffusM its pomp of flowex 

We wake to wintry fcenes of chill decay I 

>Curfe the fad fortune that detains thy fair ; 

Praife the foft hours that gave thee to her ai 
Taint thy proud fcorn of every vulgar care. 

When Hope exalts thee, er when Doubt al 
'Where with Oenone thou haft worn the day. 

Near fount or ftream, in meditation, rove 5 
If in the grove Oenone lov'd to ftray. 

The faithful Mufe ihall meet thee in the gi 

ELI 
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ELEGY 11. 

<On pofthumous reputation. To a Friend. 

,^^ GRIEF of griefs ! that envy's frantic ire 
^^ Should rob the living virtue of it8 praife i 
O fooliih Mufes 1 that with zeal inipire 

To deck the coid infenfate fiirine with bays 1 
When the free*fpirit quits lier humble frame. 

To tread die ikies with radiant garlands crown'd. 
Say, will (he hear tlie diitant voice of fame? 

Or^ hearing, fancy fweetuefs in the found ? 
Perhaps ev'n genius pours a flighted fay j 

Perhaps ev'n friendihip fheds a fruitlefs tear^ 
Ev'n Lyttelton but vainly trims the -bay. 

And fondly graces Hammond's moumful bier- 
Though weeping virgins haunt his favoured urn, , 

Renew their chapkts, And repeat their fighs ; 
Though near his tomb, Sabsean odours burn. 

The loitering fragrance will it reach the Ikies ? 
■Ko, ihould his Delia votive wreaths prepare, 

Delia, might place the votive wreaths in vain-: 
Yet the dear hope of Delia's future care 

Once crown'd his pleafures, and diijpelPd4iis pain* 
Yes— the fair profpeft of furviving praife 

Can every ienfe of prefent joys excel : 
Fortliis, great Hadrba choie> laborious ^lays; 

Through thb, exipiring, bade a gi^ farewel. 

Shall 
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Shall then our youths, who fame's bright fabric ralfe, 
To life's precarious date confine their care ? " 

O teach them you, to fpread the facred bafe. 
To plan a work, tlirough lateft ages fair ! 

Is it fmall tranfport, as with curious eye 

.You trace the ftory of each Attic fage, 
To think your blooming praife (hall time defy ? 

Shall waft like odours through the pleafing page ? 
To mark die day, when through the bulky tome. 

Around your name the varying ftyle refines ? 
And readers call their loft attention home. 

Led by that index where true genius (hines ? 
Ah let not Britons doubt their focial aim, 

Wbofe ardent bofom catch this ancient fire I 
Cold intereft melts before the vivid flame. 

And patriot ardours, but with life, ejq^ire 1 

ELEGY III. 

On the untimely death of a certain learned 
acquaintance. 

T F proud Pygmalion quit his cumbrous frame, 
"■' Funereal pomp the fcanty tear fupplies j 
Whilft heralds loud with venal voice proclaim, 

J-o ! here the brave and tlie puilTant lies. 
When humbler Alcon leaves his drooping friends. 

Pageant nor plume diftinguifh Alcon' s bierj 
The faithful Mufe with votive fong attends. 

And blcti ihc mournful numbers with a tcru-. 

He 
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He little knew the fly penurious art; 

That odious art which foitune's favourites know; 
FormM to beftow, he felt the warmeft heart, • 

But envious Fate forbade him to beftow. 
JHe little knew to ward the fecret wound-; 

He little knew that mortals could enfnare ; 
Virtue he knew; the noblcftjoy he found. 

To fii)g her glories, and to paint her fair I 
111 was he fldird to guide his wandering (heq).; 

And unforeieen difafter thinnM his fold ; 
Yet at another's lois the Twain would weep.; 

And, for his friend, his very crook were fold. 
Ye fons of wealth ! proteft the Mule's trains 

From winds prote6l them, aiid with food fupply ; 
Ah ! helplefs they, to ward the threatened pain J 

The meagre famine, and the wintery Iky ? 

He lov'd a nyinph : amid ft his flender ftore. 

He dar'd to love ; and Cynthia was his theme ; 
He breath'd his plaints along the rocky ftiore. 

They only echo'd o'er tlie winding ftrcam.; 
His nymph was fair ! the fweeteft bud that blows 

Revives lefs lovely from the recent fliower ; 
So Philomel enamour'd eyes the roJTe ; 

Sweet bird ! enamoured of the fweeteft ilower I 
He lov'd the Mufe ; ihe taught him to complain ; 

He faw his timorous loves oU h^r diepend'; 
He lov'd the Mufe ; although (he taught in vain ; 

He lov'd the Mufe, for ihe was virtue*s friend. 

C She 
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She guides the foot that treads on Parian floors ;; 

She wins the ear when formal pleas are vain i 
She 'tehi|>t8 patricians from the fatal doors 

Of vice's brothel, forth to virtue's fane. 
He wifti'd for wealth, for much he wifh'd to givcf 

He |riev*d that virtue might not wealth obtain j 
Piteous of woes, and bopelefs to relieve. 

The pcfnfive profp6ft fadden'd all his ftraiQ. 
I faw him faint ! I Hlw him fmk to reft ! 

Like 6ne ordain'd to fwell the vulgar dirong 5 
As tliough the virtues had not warmM his bread. 

As diough the Mufes not infpir'd his tongue. 
I faw his bier igtiobly crofs the plain j 

Saw peafant hands the pious rite fupply f 
The generous nifties moiirn'd the friendly Twain, 

But power and wealth's unvarying cheek was dry! 
Such Alcon fell j in meagre want forlorn ! 

Where were ye then, ye powerful patrons, where f 
Would ye the purple fhould your limbs adorn. 

Go waih the confcious blemifti with a tear. 

ELEGY IV. 
Ophelia's Urn. To Mr. Graves. 

THROUGH the dim veil of evening's duiky (hadct 
Near fome lone fane, or yew's funereal green, 
What dreary forms has magic fear furvey'd I 
What flirouded fpcdies fupeiiution feen I 

I Bui 
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But you fecure fliall pour your fad complainty 
Nor dread the meagre phantcnns wan array ; 

What none but fear's officious haud can paint. 
What none, but fuperftition's eye, furvey. 

The glimmering twilight and the doubtful dawn 
Shall fee your ftep to thefe fad fcenes return ; 

Conftant, as cryftal dews irapearl tlie lawn. 
Shall Strephon's tear bedew Ophelia^s urn ! 

Sure nought unhallowed (hall prefume to ftray 

Where deep the reliques of that virtuous maid s 
Kor aught unlovely bend its devious way. 

Where foft Ophelia's dear remains are laid. 
Haply thy Mufe, as with unceafing fighs 

She keeps late vigils ou her urn reclin'd. 
May fee light groups of pleafing vifions rife | 

And phantoms glide, but of celeftial kind* 
There fame, her clarion pendant at her fide. 

Shall feek forgivenefs of Ophelia's fhade i 
*« Why has fuch worth, without diftin^ion, dy'd, 

« Why, like the defert's lily, bloom'd^to fade?" 
Then young funplicity, averfe to feign. 

Shall unmolefted brea^ her fofteft iigh : 
And candour witli unwonted warmth complain. 

And innocence indulge a wailful cry. 
Then elegance, with coy judicious hand. 

Shall cullfreih flowrets for Ophelia's tomb a 
And beauty chide the Fates' fevere command* 

That flicw'd the frailty of fo fair a Woom ! 

C » i^-^^ 
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And fancy then, with wild ungovem'd woe^ 

Shall her lovM pupiPs native. tafte explain j 
For. mournful fable all her hues forego. 

And. aflc fweet folace of the Mufe in vain ! 
Ah> gentle forms, expe6l no fond relief j 

Too much the facred Nine their lofs deplore.: 
Well may ye grieve, nor find an end of ^ief— 

Your beft, your bnghteft.favourite is no mo^e. 

ELEGY Y. 
He compares the turbulence of love with th 
tranquillity of friendfhip. To M.e l i s s a hi 
Friend. 

17^ R O M love, from angry love's inclement reigi 
^ I pafs a while to friendihip's equal (kies $ 
Thou, generous maid, reliev'ft my partial pain. 

And cheai'ft the viftim of another's ,eyes. 
'Tis thou, MeliiTa, thou deferv'ft my care.: 

How can my will and reafon difagree ? 
How can my paffion live beneath defpair ! 

How cap my bofom iigh for aught but thee ? 
Ah dear Meliffa ! pleas'd with thee to rove. 

My foul has yet furviv'd its drearieft time j 
111 can I bear the various clime of love ! 

Love is a pleafing, but a various clime ! 
So fmiles immoital Maro's favourite Oiore, 

Parthenope, with every verdure crown 'd ! 
When ftrait Vefuvlo's horrid cauldrons roar. 

And the dry vapour blails the regions round. 

C 
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Oh bllfsful regions ! oh unrivalM plains t 

When Maro to thefe fragrant haunts retir'd ! 
Oh fatal realms ! and oh accurft domains ! 

When Pliny, 'mid fnlphureous clouds, expirM ! 
So fmiles the furface of the treacherous main, 

As o'er its waves- the peaceful halcyons play ; 
W-hen ibon rude winds their wonted rule regain, 

And Iky and ocean mingle in the fray. 
But let or air contend, or ocean rave ; 

Ev'n hope fubfide amid the billows toft; 
Hope, ftill emergent, ftill contemns the wave. 

And not a feature's wonted fmile is loft. 

EL EG Y VI. 

To a lady on th$ language of birds. 

f^ OME then, Diokie, let us range the grove. 
The fcience of the featlier'd choirs explore : 
Hear linnets argue, larks defcant of love. 

And blame the gloom of folitude no more. 
My doubt fubfides— 'tis no Italian fong, 

Nor fenfelefs ditty, chears the vernal tree : 
Ah ! who, tliat hears Dione's tuneful tongue. 

Shall doubt that mufic may with fenfe agree ? 
And come, my Mufe ! that lov'ft the fylvan (hade j 

Evolve the mazes, and the mift difpel : 
Tranflate the fong j convince my doubting maid. 

No folcmn dervife can can explain fo well. — 

C 3 "^••■:- F.;.-^v. 
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Pcb£ic baaA tkr tmk^ ftodcs I tee, 

Tkriaic«£kipcidB^««s, awi cold cliicbinl 
^vkn FaunBEi aoarctsM his —mi anil maue, 

Amd tfav I iJMii B ui tkr ndliiiiait ifarain. 
** Siag ciBy Bj binl^4lfee liquid notes prolong. 

At orery boCe a lover fbtds kxs tear ; 
Smg on, ny btrd«»'*txs Damon kears diy fong ; 

Nor donbc to gain appiauie, when lowers hear, 
He die £ad ioorce of our complainmg knows ; 

A foe to Tcreos, and to lawlefs lore ! 
He moums die ftory of our ancient woes ; 

Ah could oinr nrafic his complaints remove ! 
Yon' plains are governed by a peerlefs maid j 

And fee pale Cynthia mounts the vaulted (ky» 
A train of lovers court the checquer'd (hade $ 

Sing on, my bird> and hear thy maters reply. 
Erewhile no (hepherd to thefe woods retired ; 

No lover bleft the glow-worm's pallid ray : 
But ill-ftar'd birds, that liftening not admir'd. 

Or liftening envy'd our fuperior lay. 
■Chear'd by the fun, the vaffals of his powei^ 

Let fuch by day unite their jarring ftrainsl 
JBut let ^8 chufe the calm, the filcnt hour, 

;Nor want fit audience while J)ione reigns.** 



E L £ ( 



£ ^3 ] 

ELEGY VII. 
He defcribes his viiipn to m ^cqv^^lnt^t^cc. 
*' Caetera per terras pmnes aniiniaUa,'^ &c. Virg. 

/^ N diftant heathy, beneath autumnal Ikies, 
^^ Penfive I faw the circling /hades defcend j 
Weary and faint I heard the ftorm arife. 

While the fun vanifh'd like a faithlefs friend. 
No kind companion led my fteps aright ; 

No friendly planet lent its glimmering ray ; 
Ev'n tlie lone cot refusM its wonted light, 

Where toil in peaceful flumljer clos'd tJie day. 
Then the dull bell had' given a pleafing found; 

The village cur 'twere tranfport then to hear ; 
In dreadful filence all was hufliM around. 

While the rude ftorm alone diftrefs'd mine ear.' 

As led by Oi-weU's winding banks I ftray'd, 

Wliere towering Wolfey breath'd his native air ; 
A fudden luftre chasM the flitting ihade. 

The founding winds were huftiM, and all was fair. 
Inftant a grateful form appeared confeft/; 

White were his locks with awful ijc^let crown'd. 
And livelier far than Tyrian feem'd his veft, 

That with the glowing purple tingM the ground. 
'*< Stranger, he faid, amid this pealing rain. 

Benighted, lonefome, whither would' ft thou ftray ? 
Does wealth or power thy weary ftcp conftrain ? 

Reveal thy wiih, and let me point the way. 

C 4 For 
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For know I trod the trophy'd patKs of power j 
Felt^very joy that fair ambition brings.} 

And left the lonely roof of yonder bower. 
To ftand beneath the canopies of kings. 

I bade low hinds the towering ardour (hare j 
Nor meanly rofe, to blefs myfelf alone : 

I fnatchM the fhepherd from his fleecy care. 

And bade his wholefome diftate guard the tlirone. 

Low at my feet the fuppliant peer I faw j 
I few proud empires my decifion wait j 

My will was duty, and my word was law. 

My finile was. tranfport, and my frown was fate." 

Ah me! faid I, nor power I feek, nor gain ; 

Nor urg'd by hope of ffime tliefe toils endure j 
A fmiple youth, that feels a lover's pain, 

And, from his friend's condolance, hopes a cure. 
He, the dear youth, to whofe abodes I roam. 

Nor can mine honours, nor my fields extend ; 
Yet for his fake I leave my diftant home. 

Which oaks embofom, and which hills defend. 
Beneath that home I fcorn the wintry wind j 

The fpring, to fhade me, robes her faireft tree ; 
And if a friend my grafs-grown threfhold find, 

how my lonely cot reibunds witli glee ! 
Yet, though averfe to gold in heaps amafs'd, 

1 wifh to blefs, I languifh to bcftow ; 
And though no friend to fame's obftreperous blaft, 

Still, to her dulcet murmurs not a foe. I 

Too 
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Too proud with fervile tone to deign addrefs ; 

Too mean to think that honours are my due. 
Yet fliould fome patron yield my ftores to blefs, 

I Aire fhould deem my Boundlefs thanks were few. . 

But tell me, thou ! that, like a meteor's fire, 

Shot' ft blazing forth ; difdaining dull degrees j 
Should I to wealth, to fame, to power afpire, 

'Muft I not pafs more rugged paths than theft f 
Muft I not groan beneath- a guilty load, 

Praife him I fcorn, and him I love betray ? 
Does not felonious envy bar the road ? 

Or falfehood's treacherous foot befet the way^ 

Say fliould I pafs through favour's crowded gatCj^ 
Muft not fair truth inglorious wait behind ? 

Whilft I approach the glittering fcenes of ftate. 
My beft companion no admittance find ? 

Nurs'd in the fliades by freedom's lenient care^ 

Shall I the rigid fway of fortune own ? 
Taught by the voice of pious truth, prepare 

To fpum an altar, and adore a throne ? 
And when proud fortune's ebbing tide recedes. 

And when it leaves me no unfliaken friend, 
Shall I not weep that e'er I left the meads, 

Which oaks embofom, and which hills defend ? 
Oh ! if thefe ills the price of power advance, 

Check not my fpeed where foetal joys invite ! 
The troubled vifion caft a mournful glance. 

And figliing vanifli'd in tlie ftiades of night. 

ELEGY 
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E •L E G Y VIIL 

He defcribes his carlj love of poetry, and its 
confequences. To Mr. Graves, 1745. 

Written after the death of Mr. P o»p e. 

A H me I what envious magic diins my fold ? 
•^ What mutterM fpell retards their late increaie? 
^uch leffening fleeces muft the fwain hehold. 
That e'er with Doric pipe eflays to pleafe, 

1 faw my friends in evening circles meet j 

I took my vocal reed, and tun'd my lay 5 
1 heard them fay my vocal reed was fweet : 

Ah fool ! to credit what I heard them fay ! 
JU-fated bard ! th§t feeks his ikill to (how. 

Then courts the judgment of a friendly earl 
-Not the poor veteran, that permits his foe 

To guide his doubtful ftep, has more to feat. 

INor could my Graves miftake the critic's laws^ 

Till pious friendfhip marked the pleafing way : 
Welcome fuch error ! ever bleft the caufe ! 

Ev*n though it led me boundlefs leagues aftrayi 

iCouldft thou reprove me, when I nurs'd the flame 
On liftening Cherweirs ofier banks reclinM ? 

While, foe to fortune, unfeduc'd by fame, 
I footh'dttlieibias of a carelefs onind. 

Youtli'i 
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Youth's gentle kindred, health and love were met ? 

What though in Alma's guardian arms I play'd ? 
How (hall the Mufe thofe vacant hours forget ? 

Or. deem that blifs by Iblid cares repaid ? 
Thou know'ft how tranfport thrills the tender breaft. 

Where love and fancy fix their opening reign ; 
How nature fhines in livelier colours dreft. 

To blefs their union, and to grace their train. 
So firft when Phoebus met the Cyprian queen. 

And favoured Rhodes beheld their paiHon crown'd^ 
Unufual flowers ^enrich'd the pitted green ; 

And fwift fpontaneous roies (ilufli'd anound. 

Now fadly lorn, from Twitnam's widowM bower^ 

The drooping Mufes take their cafual way ; 
And where they ftop, a flood of tears they pour ; 

And where they weep, no more the fields are gay. 
Where is the dappled pink, the fprightly rofe ? 

The cowflip's -golden cup no more I fee « 
Dark and difcolour'd every flower that blows. 

To form the garland. Elegy ! for thee !— 

Enough of tears has wept the virtuous dead $ 

Ah might we now the pious rage conti'oul 5 
Hufh'd be my grief ere every fmile be fled, 

Ere the deep fwelling figh fubvert the foul ! 
If near fome #ophy fpring a ftripling bay, 

Pleas'd we behold the graceful umbrage rife 5 
•But ibon too deep it works its baneful way. 

And, low^n earth, tlie proftrate ruin lies. 

ELEGY 
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ELEGY IX. 
He defcribes his difintereftcdnefs to a friend: 

T NE*ER muft tinge my lip with Celtic wines j. 

The pomp of India muft I ne'er difplay j 
Nor boaft the produce of Peruvian mines. 

Nor, with Italian founds, deceive the day. 
Down yonder brook my cryftal beverage flows $ ; 

My grateful iheep their annual fleeces bring | 
Fair in my gar^n buds the damafk rofe. 

And, from my grove, I hear the throftle £ng. 
My fellow fwains ! avert your dazzled eyes ; 

In vain allur'd by glittering fpoils they rove, 
The fates lie'er meant them for the (hepherd*s prize, 

Yet gave them ample recompence in love. 
They gave you vigour from your parent's veins ; 

They gave you toils $ but toils your finews brace j 
They gave you nymphs, that (Mn their amorous pains. 

And (hades, the refuge of the gentle race. 

To carve your loves, to paint your mutual flames. 
See ! poliih'd fair, the beech's friendly rind I 

To fing foft canols to your lovely dames. 
See vocal grots, and echoing vales aflign^d ! 

Would'ftthou, myStrephon, lo^'s delighted flave! 

Though fure the wreaths of chivalry to fhare. 
Forego the ribbon thy Matilda gave, 

And, giving, bade tliee in remembrance wear ? 

Ill 
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"111 fare my peace, but every idle toy. 

If to my mind my Delia's form it brings, 
JIas truer worth, imparts fincerer joy, 

Than all that bears the radiant ftamp of kings, 
O my foul weeps, my breail with anguifh bleeds. 

When love deplores the tyrant power of gain ! 
Difdaining riches as tlie futile weeds, 

I rife fuperior, and the rich difdain. 

Oft from the ftream, flow wandering down the glade, 
Penfive I hear the nuptial peal rebound $ 

** Some mifer weds, I cry, the captive maid, 
" And fome fond lover fickens at the found." 

Not Somervile, the Mufe's friend of old. 

Though now exalted to yon ambient flty, 
.So KhunM a foul diftain'd with earth and gold, 

So lov'd the pure, the generous breail, as I. 
ScomM be the wretch tliat qiiits his genial bowl. 

His loves, his friendfhips, ev'*n his felf, refigps $ 
Perverts the facred inftin6l of his foul, 

And to a ducate's dirty fphere confines. 
But come, my friend, witli tafte, with fcience blefl^ 

Ere age impair me, and ere gold alhire ; 
Reflore thy dear idea to mylireafl. 

The rich depofit fhall the fhrine fecure. 

Let others toil to gain the fordid ore. 
The charms of independence let us fing j 

Blefl with tliy friendfhip, can I wifh for more ? 
I '11 ipurn the boafted wealth of Lydia's king. 

ELEGY 
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/ 

ELEGY X. 

To Fortune; ftig^efting his motive for 
repiniflg at her difpenfations. 

n S K not the caufe, why this rebellious tongue 
"^ Loads with frefh curfes thy detefted fway ! 
Afk not, thus branded in my fofteft fong. 

Why ftands the flatter'd name, which all obey > 
Tis not, that in my fhed I lurk forlorn. 

Nor fee my roof on Parian columns rife ;. 
That, on. this breaft, no mimic ftar is borne, 

ReverM, ah ! more than thofe that light the ikies 
'Tis not, that on the turf fupinely laid, 

I fmg or pipe, but to tlie flocks that graze ; 
And, all inglorious, in the lonefome /hade, 

..My finger ftiffens, and my voice decays. 

Not, tliat my fancy mourns thy ftem command. 

When many an embryo dome is loft in air j 
While guardian prudence checks my eager hand. 

And, ere the turf is broken, cries, " Forbear. 
** Forbear, vain youth ! be cautious, weigh thy gold 

** Nor let yon rifing column more afpire ; 
•* Ah ! better dwell in ruins, than behold 

** Thy fortunes mouldering, and thy domes entin 
«' Honorio built, but dar'd my laws defy j 

** He planted, fcomful of my ftige commands j 
** The peaches vernal bud regal'd his eye ; 

*< The fruitage ripenM for more frugal hands.'* 
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:See tlie fmall ftream that pours its murmu ring tide 

O'er fome rough rock that would its wealth difplay,. 
.Difl)lays it aught but penury and pride ? 

Ah ! conftnie wifely what fuch murmurs fay. 
■*' How would fome floods with ampler treafuresbleft* 

Diidainful view the fcantling drops diftil ! 
HoW muft * Velino ihake his reedy creft ! 

How every cygnet mock the boaftive rill ! 
Fortune, I yield ! and fee, I give the fign ; 

At noon the poor mechanic wanders home j 
Collc6ls the Iquare, the level, and the line, 

And, with retorted eye, forfakes the dome. 
Yes, I can patient view the fliadeleis plaias j 

Can unrepining leave the ri/ing wall : 
Check tlie fond love of art tliat lir'd my veins,. 

" And rhy warm hopes, in full purfuit, recalf» 
Defcend, ye ftorms ! deftroy my rifijig pile j 

LoosM be the whirlwind's unremitting fway ^ 
Contented I, altliough the gazer fmile 

To fee it fcarce furvive a winter's day. 

Let fome dull dotard baik in thy gay flirine. 

As in tlie fun regales his wanton herd ; 
Guiltlefs of envy^ why fhould I repine, 

That liis rude voice, his grating reed, *8 prefer'd i 
Let him exult, with boundlefs wealth fupply-d. 

Mine and the fwain's relu6lant homage (hare j 
But ah ! his tawdjry fhepherdefs's pride, 

Gods ! miift my Delia, muft my Delia beac ? 

Let 
♦ A river in Italy. 



3z SHENSTONE'8 P 0£ M S. 

Muft Delia^s foftnefs, elegance, and eafe. 

Submit to Marianas drefs ? to Marianas gold ? 
Muft Marianas robe from diftant India .pleafe ? 

The fimple fleece my JDelia^s limbs enfold ? 
•« Yet fure on Delia feems the ruffet fair ; 

" Ye glittering daughters of difguife, adieu !" 
So talk the wife, who judge of fhape and aii:. 

But will tlie rural thane decide fo true ? 
Ah ! what is native worth eftcemM of clowns? 

'Tis thy falfe glare, O fortune ! thine tliey fee^ 
'Tis for my Delia's fake I dread thy frowns. 

And my laft.gafp ihall curfes breatli on thee. 

ELEGY XI. 

Hexomplains how foon the pleafing novelty of 
life is over. To Mr. Jag o. 

A H me, my friend ! it will not, will not laft! 
"^^ This fairy-fcene, that cheats our youtliful eyes! 
The charm diflblves ; th' aerial mufic *s paft 5 

The banquet ceafes, and the vifion flies. 
Where are the fplendid forms, the rich perfumes, 

Where the gay tapers, where the fpacious dome? 
Vanifh'd the coftly pearls, the crimfon plumes. 

And we, delightlefs, left to wander home ! 
Vain now are books, the fage^s wifdom vain ! 

What has the world to bribe our fteps aftray, 
Ere reafon learns by ftudyM laws to reign. 

The weakened paflions^ felf-fubdued, obey. 

Viii 
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Scarce has the fun feven annual coiirfes rollM, 

Scarce ihewn ;the whole that fortune can fupply j 
Since, not the miier fo carefs'd his gold, 

As I, for what it gave, was heard to figh. 
On the world's ftage I wifh'd fome fprightiy part ; 

To deck my native fleece witli tawdry lace ! 
'Twas life, 'twas tafte, and— oh my foolifh heart $ 

Subftantral joy was fix'd in power and place. 
And you, ye works of art ! allur'd mine eye. 

The breathing picture, and the living ftone : 
** Though gold, though (jplendour, heaven and fate 
** deny, 

*' Yet might I call one Titian ftroke my own !'' 
Smit with the charms of fame, whofe lovely fpoil. 

The wreath, the garland, fire the poet's pride, 
I trim'd my lamp, confum'd the midnight oil — 

But foon the paths of health and fame divide ! 
Oft too I pray'd, 'twas nature form'd the prayer. 

To grace my native fcenes, ray rural home ; 
To fee ray trees exprefs tlieir planter's care. 

And gay, on Attic models, raife my dome. 
But now 'tis o'er, the dear delufion 's o'er ! 

A ftagnant breezelefs air becalms my foul : 
A fond afpiring candidate no more, 

I fcorn the palm, before I reach the goal. 
O youth ! enchanting ftate, profufely bleft ! 

Blifs ev'n obtrufive courts the frolic mind ; 
Of health negle6lful, yet by health careft j 

Carelefs of favour, yet fecure to find. 
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Then glows the breaft, as opening roies fair ; 

More free, more vivid, than the linnet'^s wing} 
Honeft as light, tranfparent ev'n as air. 

Tender as buds, and lavifti as the fpring-. 
Not all the force of manhood's aftive might. 

Not all the craft to fubtle age aflign'd. 
Not fcience (hall extort that dear delight. 

Which gay delufion gave th^ tender mind. 
Adieu foft raptures, tranfports void of care I 

Parent of raptures, dear deceit adieu I 
And you, her daughters, pining with defpair. 

Why, why fo foon her fleeting fteps purfue I 
Tedious again to curfe the drizling day ! 

Again to trace the wintry tracks of fnow I 
Or, footh'd by vernal airs, again furvey. 

The felf- fame tiawthorns bud , and cowflips blow \ 
O life ! how foon of every blifs forlorn ! 

We ftart falfe joys, and urge the devious race : 
A tender prey j that chears our youthful mom, 

Thea finks untimely, and defrauds the chace. 

ELEGY XII. 
His recantation. 

'VT O more the Mufe obtrudes her thin difguile! 
"^"^ No more with awkward fallacy complains, 
How every fervour from my bofom flies. 

And leafon in her lonefcme palace reigns. 
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Ere tire chill winter of our days arrive, 

No more fhe paints the breaft from paflion free ; 
I feel, I feel one loitering wifh furvive— 

Ah, need I, Florio^ name that wifti to thee ? 
The ftar of Venus uflicrs in the day, 

The firft, the lovelieft of the train that fliine ! 
The ftar of Venus lends her brighteft ray. 

When other ftars their friendly beams refign, . 
Still in my breaft one foft defire remains, 

Pure as that ftar, from guilt, from intereft fre^. 
Has gentle Delia trip'd acrofs the plains. 

And need I, Florio, name that wifti to thee ? 
While, cloyM to find the fcenes of life the fame^ 

I tune with carelefs hand my languid lays j: 
Some fecret impulfe wakes my former flame. 

And fires my ftrain with hope of brighter days. 

I flept not long beneath yon rural bowers ; 

And lo ! my crook with, flowers c#lorn'd I fee': 
Has gentle Delia bound my crook with flowers. 

And need I, Florio, name my hopes to thee I 

ELEGY XHL 

To a Friend, on feme flight occafioni cftranged; 

from him. 

TT E ALTH to my friend^ and many a chearfiil da/ 

Around his feat may peaceful ftiades abide ! 
Smooth flow the minutes, fraught with fmilcs awayj 
And, till they crown our union, gently glide. 
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Ah me ! too fwiftly fleets our vernal bloom ! 
Loft to our wonted friendihip, loft to joy ! 
Soon may thy breaft the cordial wi(h refume^ 
Ere wintry doubt its tender warmth deftroy* 

Say, were it ours, by fortune's wild comnaandy 
By chance to meet beneath the torrid zone ; 

Would'ft thou rejefl thy Damon''s plighted hand? 
Would'ft thou with fcorn thy once-lovM friend dif- 
own? 

Life is that ftranger land, that alien clime : 

Shall kindred fouls forego their focial claim ? 
LaimchM in the vaft abyfs of fpace and time. 

Shall dark fufplcion quench the generous flame? 
Myriads of fouls, that knew one parent mold. 

Sec fadly fever'd by the laws of chance ! 
Myriads, in time's perennial lift enrolled. 

Forbid by fate to change one tranfient glance ! 
But we have met— where ills of every form. 

Where padions rage, and hurricanes defcend s 
Say, ihall we nurfe the rage, aflift the ftorm ? 

Ajid guide them to tlie bofom —of a friend ! 
Yes, we have met— through rapine, fraud, and wroi^: 
Might our joint aid the paths of peace explore I 
Why leave thy friend amid the boifterous throng, 

Ere death divide us, and we part no more ? 
For oh I pale (icknefs warns thy friend away ^ 

For me no more the vernal rofes bloom ! 
I fee ftern fate his ebon wand difplay ; 

And point the withci'd regions of the tomb. 
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Then the keen anguilh from thine eye ftiall ftart. 
Sad as thou follow'ft my untimely bier ; 

« Fool' that I was— if friends fo foon muft part, 
^* To let fufpicion intermix a fear." 

ELEGY XIV. 

Declining an invitation to vifit foreign countries, 
he takes occafion to Ultimate the advantages 
of his own. 

To Lord Temple. 

"1 TTHILE others, loft to friend/hip, loft to love, 
^ ^ Wafte their beft minutes on a foreign ftrand. 
Be mine, with Briti/h nymph or fwain to rove. 

And court the genius of my native land. 
Deluded youtli 1 that quits thcfe verdant plains. 

To catch the follies of an alien foil ! 
To win the vice his genuine foul difdains. 

Return exultant, and import the fpoil ! 
In vain he boafts of his detefted prize; 

No more it blooms to Britiih climes conveyed, 
CrampM by the impulfe of ungenial ikies, 

-See its frefti vigour in a moment fade I 
Th* exotic folly knows its native clime j 

An aukward ftranger, if we v/uft it o'er; 
Why then thefe toils, this coftly wafte of time. 

To fpread foft poifon on our happy fliore ? 

D 3 . I CO- 
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I covet not the pride of foreign looms j 

In iearch of foreign modes I fcorn to rove 9 
Nor, for the worthlefs bird of brighter pl\imes» 

Would cliange the meaneft waibler of my grove. 
No diilant clime fhall fervije airs impai't. 

Or form thefe limbs with pliant eafe to playj 
Trembling I view the Gaul's illufive art. 

That Heals my lov'd rufiicity away. 
*Tis long fince freedom £ed th' Ilefperian clime 5 

Her citron proves, her flower-cmbroider'd (hoit^ 
She faw the Britilh oak afpire fublime, 

And foft Campania'*s olive charms no more. 
Xet partial funs mature the weftem mine. 

To ihed its luilre o'er th' Iberian maid ; 
Mien, beauty, (hape, O native foil, are thine | 

Thy peerlefs daughters aik no foreign aid. 
Let Ceylon's envy'd plant * perfume the (cas. 

Till torn to feafon the Batavian bowl $ 
Ours is the breaft whole genuine ardours pleai^ 

Nor need a drug to meliorate the foul. 
Xiet the proud Soldan wound th' Arcadian grorres. 

Or witli rude lips th* Aonian fount profane j 
The Muie no more by flowery Ladon roves. 

She feeks her Thomfon on the Bridfli plain. 
Tell not of realms by ruthlefs war di£niay*d $ 

Ah ! haplefs realms that v^ar^s oppreflion feel 1 
In Tain may Auftria boaft lier None blade. 

If Auftria bleed beneath her boafted ^el. 

Beneatk 
* The cinnamon* 
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Beneath her palm Idume vents her moan ; 

RapturM (he once beheld its friendly ihade !. 
And hoary Memphis boaft% her tombs alone. 

The mournful types of mighty power decayed i 
No crefccnt here difplays its baneful horns 5 

No turban'd hoft the voice of truth reproves ; 
I-earning's free fource the fage's breaft adorns. 

And poets, not inglorious, chaunt their loves. 
Boaft, favoured Media, hoaft thy flowery ftores j 

Thy thoufand hues by chemic funs refin'd j 
'Tis not the drefs or mien thy foul adores, 

'Tis the rich beauties of Britannia's mind. 

While Grenville's breaft * could virtue''s ftores afford. 

What envy'd flota bore fo fair a freight ? 
The mine compared in vain its latent hoard. 

The gem its luftre, and the gold its weight. 
Thee, Grenville, thee with calmeft courage fraught. 

Thee the lovM image of thy native ftiore I 
Thee by the virtues arm'd, tlie. graces taught. 

When {hall we ceafe to boaft, or to deplore ? 
Prefumptuous war, which could thy life deftroy. 

What Ihall it now in recompence decree I 
While friends that merit every earthly joy. 

Feel every anguifh j feel the lofs of thee I 
Bid me no more a fervile realm compare. 

No more the Mufe of partial praife arrai^ i 
Britannia fees no foreign breaft fo fair. 

And, if (he glory, glories not in vain^ 

D 4 ELEGY 

• Writtea about the time of Capt. QreavilW%4^5a.\5£v, 
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ELEGY XV, 
In memory of a private family • in Worcefterfiiirt 

FR O M a lone tower with reverend ivy crown'd, 
The pealing bell awak'd a tender figh ; 
Still, as the village caught the waving found, 

A fwelling tear diftream'd from every eye. 
So droop'd, I ween, each Bnton"'s brcaft of old. 

When the dull curfew fpoke their freedom fledj 
For, fighing as the mournful accent roll'd. 

Our hope, they cry'd, our kind fupport is dead! 
'Twas good Palemon — near a ihaded pool, 

A group of ancient elms umbrageous rofe j 
The flocking rooks, by inftinft's native rule. 

This peaceful fcene, for their afylum, chofe. 
A few fmall fpires to Gotliic fancy fair. 

Amid the fliades emerging, ftruck the view ; 
■ "^Twas here his youth refpirM its earlieft air j 

'Twas here his age breathed out its laft adieu. 
One favour'd fon engagM his tendered care^ 

One pious youth his wliole affe6lion crown'd : 
In his young breaft the virtues fprung fo fair. 

Such charms dil'playM, fuchfweetsdiflFiisMaroun 
But whilft gay tranfport in his face appears, 

A noxious vapour clogs the poifon'd Iky j 
Blafts the fair crop— the fire is drown'd in tears. 

And, fcarce furviving, fees his Cynthio die 1 


* The Pcnns of Harboioudi. 
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O'er the pale corfe we faw him gently bend ; 

Heaxt-chiird with grief—" My tliread, he cry'd, 
is fpun I 
If heaven had meant I fhould my life extend. 

Heaven had preferv'd my life's fupport, my fon. 

Snatch'd in thy prime ! alas, the ftroke were milds 

Had my frail form obey'd the fate's decree ! 
Blcft were my lot, O Cynthio ! O my child I 

Had heaven fo pleasM, and I had dy'd for thee/' 
Five (Iceplefs nights he ftem'd this tide of woes j 

Five irkforae funs he faw, through tears, forlorn ! 
On his pale corfe the fixth fad morning rofe ; 

From yonder dome the mournful bier was borne. 
■•Twas on thofe downs, by Roman hofts annoy'd. 

Fought our bold fathers 5 niftic, unrefin'd ! 
Freedom's plain fons, in martial cares employed ! 

Theyting'd their bodies, but unmaflc'd their mind. 
''Twas there, in happier times, this virtuous race. 

Of milder merit, fix"*d their calm retreat ; 

War's deadly crimfon had forfook the place. 

And freedom fondly lov'd the chofen feat. 

No wild ambition fir'd their tranquil breaft, 

To fwcll with empty founds a fpotlefs name ; 
If fo(ler«ng (kics, the fun, the fhower were bleft, ^ 

Their bounty fpread 5 their fields extent the fame. 
Tholb fislds, profufe of raiment, food, and fire. 

They fcorn'd to lefien, carclefs to extend) 
Bade lu9cury to lavilh courts afpire, 

And avarice to city-breafts defcend. 

Nonc^ 
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horjts to 2. TLZgkzi's sr.fr '', prcfsr^d facr dovreri 

To £r5 with Ticiooj bope« 2 irc<trft hdr s- 
Tbe £rfy ic pL&ce cf tides, waltii» or poiver, 

Afign^d Lcm viftue ; and his lot ivas fair. 
Tl^ ipoke cf fortune, as iome dcnbtful d3me» 

That TwayM rise cstiTes of a di&mt Iphere ; 
From iocre*s ragnrnt ions had learnt Jier fame. 

But sever wiih*d to place her banners here. 
Here youth's free fpirit, inncccntly gay, 

EnjoyM the mod that innocence can give, 
Thofe wholefbmc fweets that border virtue's way; 

Tbofe cooling fniitSy that we may tafte and li^^ 
Their board no ftrange ambiguous viand bore; 

From their own ftreams their choicer fare they dii 
To lure the fcaly glutton to the (hore. 

The foie deceit their artlefs boibm knew ! 

Sincere themfelves, ah too fecure to find 

The common bofom, like their own, fmcere ! 
*Tig its own guilt alarms the jealous mind j 

'Tis her own poifon bids the viper fear. 
Sketched on the lattice of th* adjacent fane. 

Their fuppliant bufts miplore the reader's pny 
Ah gentle fouls ! enjoy your blifsfiil reign. 

And let frail mortals claim your guardian can 
For fure, to blifsful realms the fouls are flown. 

That never flatter'd, injur'd, cenfui^d, ftrove 
The friends of fcience ! muilc, all their own i * 

Muiic the voice of virtue and of- love ! 
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The journeying peafant, through the fecret (hade. 

Heard their foft lyres engage his liftening earj 
And haply decm'd fome courteous angel play'd ; 

No angel play'd— but might with tranfport bear^ 
For thefe the founds that chafe unholy ftrife! 

Solve envy's charm, ambition's wretch releafei 
Raife him to fpum tlie radiant ills of life : 

To pity pomp, to be content with peace. " 
Farcwcl, pure fpirits ! vain the praife we give. 

The praife you fought from lips angelic flows j 
Farewel I the virtues which deferve to live, 

Deferve an ampler blifs than life bellows. 

Lail of his race, Palemon, now no more 
The modeft merit of his line difplay'd 5 

Then pious Hugh Vigornia's mitre wore— 
Soft fleep the duft of each deferving ihade ! 

ELEGY XVI. 

He fuggefts the advantages of birth to a perfon 
of merit, and the folly of a fupcrcilioufnefs 
that is built upon that fole foundation. 

T T 7 HEN genius graced with lineal fplendor glows,' 
▼ ^ When title fliines with ambient virtues crown'd^ 
Xike fome fair almond's flowery pomp it ihews ; 
The pride, the perfume of the regions round. 

Then 
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Then learn, ye fair ! to foften fplendor's ray^ 
Endure the Twain, the youth of low degree i 
Let meeknefs join'd its temperate beam diiplay^ 

'Tis the mild verdure that endears the tre^. 
Pitynhe fandal'd fwain, the Ihepherd's boy j 

He fighs to brighten a negle6bed name $ 
Foe to the dull appulfe of vulgar joy. 

He mourns his lot; he wifhes, merits fame. 
In vain to groves and pathlefs vales wc fiy.j 

Ambition there the bowery haunt invades^ 
Fame's awful rays fatigue the courtier's eye. 

But gleam ftill lovely tlurough the checquer'd Ihad 
Vainly, to guard- from love's unequal. chain. 
Has fortune, rear'd us in the rural grove-.j 
Should ****'s.eyes illume thedefart plaii>, 

Ev'n I may wonder, and cv'n I muft love. 
Nor unregarded fighs the lowly hind ; 

Though you contemn, the gods refpe6l his vovi 
Vindictive rage awaits the fcornful mind. 

And vengeance, too fevrere ! the gods allow. 
On Sarum's plain I met a wandering fair^ 

The look of forrow, lovely ftill (he bore : 
Loofe flow'd the foft redundance of her hair. 

And, on her brow, a flowery wreath ihe wore. 
Oft ftooping as (he ftray'd, fhe cull'd the pride 

Of every plain ; fhe pillag'd every grove ! 
Ilie fading chaplet daily fhe fupply'd, 

And ftill her hand Ibme viirioas garlaiul \vo\f. 

El 
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Erroneous fancy (hap'd her wild attire; 

From Bethlem's walls the poor lymphatic ftrayM ; 
Scem'd with her air her accent to confpirey 

When, as wild fancy taught her, thus ihe faid : 

** Hear me, dear youth ! oh hear an haplefe maid« 

Sprung from the fcepter'd line of ancient kings I 
Scorn'd by the world, I alk thy tender aid j 

Thy gentle voice fliall whifper kinder things. 
The world is frantic— fly tlie race profane — 

Nor I, nor you, fliall its compafllion movcj. 
Come friendly let us wander,, and complain. 

And tell me, fliepherd! haft thou fecn my love? 
My love is young— but other loves ai-e yoimg j 

And other loves are fair, and fo is mine ^ 
An air divine difclofes whence he fprungj 

He is my love, who boafts tliatair divine* 
No vulgar Damon robs me of my reft, 

lanthe liftens to no vulgar vow j 
A prince, from gods defcended, fires her breaft j 

A brilliant crown diftingui flies his brow. 
What, fliall I ftain the glories of my race ? 

More clear, more lovely bright than Hefper^s beam ? 
The porcelain pure with vulgar dirt debafe ? 

Or mix with puddie the pellucid ftream ? 

See through thefe veins the fappbire current fliine ! 

'Twas Jove's own neftar gave th' etlierial bue i 
Can bafe plebeian forms contend with mine ! 

Dif^Iay the lovely white, or match the blue ? 

The 
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The painter ftrove to trace its azure ray ; 

He chang'd his colottrs, and in vain he ftrove j- 
He frown'd— I frailing view'd the faint effay j 

Poor youth ! he litde knew it flowM from Jove. 

Pitying his toil, the wondrous truth I told ; 

How amorous Jove trepann'd a mortal fair ; 
How through the race the generous current roird,. 

And mocks the poet's art, and painter's care. 

Yes, from the gods, from earlieil Saturn, fprung 

Our facred race ; through demigods, convey'd j 
And he, ally'd to Phoebus, ever young. 

My god-like boy, muft wed their duteous maid. 
Oft when a mortal vow profanes my eais. 

My fire's dread fury murmurs through the ikyj 
And (hould I yield— his inftant rage appears. 

He darts th' up-lifted vengeance— and I die. 
Have you not heard unwonted thunders roll I 

Have you not feen more horrid lightnings glare! 
^Twas then a vulgar love cnfnar'd my foul : 

'Twas then— I hardly fcap'd the fatal fnare. 

*Twas then a peafant pour'd his amorous vow. 

All as I liilen'd to his vulgar drain ^—i 
Yet fuch his beauty — would my birth allow. 

Dear were the youth, and blifsful were the plain. 
But oh ! I faint ! why waftes my vernal bloom. 

In fruitlefs fearches ever doora'd to rove ? 
My nightly dreams the toilfome path refume. 

And I fhall dic-^before I find my love, 

4- Wlici 
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When laft I flept, methought my ravifhM eye, 
On diAant heaths liis radiant form furvey.M ; 

Though night*s thick clouds encompafsM all the fky. 
The gems that bound his brow, difpell'd the fliade. 

O how this bofom kindled at the fight ! 

Led by their beams I urgM tlic pleafing chafe I 

Till, on a fudden, thefe with-held their light- 
All, all things envy the fuWime embrace. 

But now no more— behind the diftant grove, 

Wanders my deftin'd youth, and chides my day % 

See, fee, he grafps ^hefteel— forbear, my love— « 

lanthe comes 5 thy princefs haftc* away/* 
Scornful fhe fpoke, and lieedlefs of reply 
The lovely maniac bounded o^er the plain jr 

The piteous viftim of an angry iky ! 

Ah me 1 the viftim of her proud difdain I. 

ELEGY XVIL 

He indulges the fuggeftions of fpleen r 

An elegy to the winds, 

" -^ole, namque tibi divum pater atque hominum rex 
*' Et mulcere dedit mentes & tollere vento." 

Q T E R N monarch of the winds, admit my prayer I 
A while thy>fury check, thy ftorm confine ! 
No trivial blaft impells the pafilive air ; 
But brews a tempeft in a breafi like mine. 

What 
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What bands of black ideas fpread their wings * 

The peaceful regions of content invade '. 
With deadly poifon taint the cryftal fprings ! 

With noifome vapour blaft tlie verdant ihade ! 
I know tlieir leader, fpleen ; and dread the fwzj 

Of rigid Eunis, his detefted fire ; 
Tlirough one my blolFoms and my fi-uits decay $ 

Tlirough one my pleafures and my hopes expire 
Like fome pale ftripling, when his icy wny 

Relenting yields beneath tlie noontide beam, 
I ftand aghaft ; and chill'd with fear furvey 

How far I Ve tempted life's deceitful ftream I 
Where, by remorfe impelled, repulsM by fears, 

Shall wretched fancy a retreat explore ? 
Shfc flies the fad prefage of coming years. 

And forrowing dwells on pleafures now no moit 
Again with patrons and witli friends fhe roves ; 

But friends and patrons never to return ! 
She fees the nymphs, tlie graces, and the loVfcs, 

But fees them, weeping o'er Lucinda''$ urn. 
She vifits, Ifls ! thy forfaken ftream, 

Oh ill forfaken for Boeotian air ! 
She deems no flood reflefts fo bright a beam. 
No reed fo verdant, and no flowers fo fair. 
She dreams beneath thy facred ihades were peace. 

Thy bays might ev'n the civil ftorm repel j 
Reviews thy focial blifs, thy learned eafe. 
And with no chearful accent cries, farewel ! 
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Farewel, with whom to thefe retreats I ftray'd I 
£y youthful fportsy by youthful toils allyM ! 

Joyous we fojoumM in thy circling ihade> 
And wept to find tlie paths of life divide. 

She paints the progrefs of my rival^s vow$. 

>Sees every Mufe a partial ear incline j 
Sinds with luxuriant bays his f^vourM brow» 

Nor yields the refufe of his virreath to mine. 
SIve bids the flattering muTor, formed to plea(<(y 

Now blaft my hope, now vindicate deipair ; 
Bids ray fond vcrfe the love-fick parley ccafc { 

Accufe my rigid fate, acquit my fair. 

Where circling rocks defend fome pathlefs vale. 
Superfluous mortal, let me ever rove ! 

Alas ! there echo will repeat the tale — 
Where fhall I £nd tlie filent fcenes I love ? 

Fain would I mourn my lucklefs fate alone \ 

Forbid to pleafe, yet fated to admire 5 
K-'fTSi^f my friends ! my forrows are my own ! 

Why ihould I breathe around my fick defire ? 
Bear me, ye winds, indulgent to my pains, 

Near fome fad ruin's ghaftly (hade to dwell I 
There let me fondly eye the rude remains, 

And from the mouldering refufe, build my cell ! 

Genius of Rome ! thy profb^te pomp difplay ! 

Trace every difinal proof of fortune's powers . 
Let me the wrack of tlieatiTS furvey. 

Or penfive (it beneath ibme nodding towec. 

E er 
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Or where fome duft, by rolling feafons worn, 

ConveyM pure ftrcams to Rome's imperial wall. 
Near the wide breach in filence let me mourn 5 

Or tune my dirges to the water's ftdU 
Genius of -Carthage! paint thy ruinM pride; 

Towers, arches, fanes, in wild confuiionibevnii 
Let banifhM Marius, lowering by thy fide. 

Compare thy fickle fortunes with his own. 
Ah no ! thou monarch of the ftorms ! forbear ! 

My trembling nerves abhor thy rude controul } 
And fcarce a pleafing twilight foothes my care. 

Ere one vafl death like darknefs fhocks my foult 
Forbear thy rage— on no perennial bale 

Is built frail fear, or hope's deceitful pile | 
My pains are fled — my joy refumes its place. 

Should the Iky brighten, or MeliQ'a fmiic.. 

ELEGY XVni. 
He repeats the fong of C o l l 1 n, a difcerninf 
fhepherd ; lamenting the ftate of the woolld 
manufadory^ 

" Ergo omni ftudio glaciem ventofqueni valet, 
" Quo minus eft illis curae mortalis ^geftas, 
" Avertes i vi6himque feres." V i R c» 

•TWT E AR Avon's bank,, on Arden's flowery plaiai 
-^^ A* tuneful (hepherdcharm'd the lifteningwaici 
And funny Cotfol' fondly lov'd the ftrain ^ 

Yet not a garland crowns the fhepherd" s grave ! 

* Mr, SomerviIe# 
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Oh! loft Ophelia! fmoothly flow'd the day, 

To feel his mufic with my flanes agree I 
To tafte the beauties of his melting lay, 

To tafte, and fancy it was dear to thee. 
When, for his tomb, with each revolving year> 

I fteal the nui(k-rofe from the fcented brake, 
I ftrew my cowflips, and I pay my tear, 

I '11 add the myrtle for Ophelia's fake* 
Shivering beneath a leaflefs thorn he lay. 

When death's chill rigour feiz'd his flowing tongue 5 
The more I found his faultering notes decay. 

The more prophetic truth fublim'd the fong. 
^ Adieu my flocks,, he faid 1 my wonted care. 

By funny mountain, or by verdant fliore I 
May fomie more happy hand your fold prepare. 

And may you need your Collin's crook no more ! 
^nd you, ye fliepherds ! lead my gentle flieep 5 

To breezy hills, or leafy fhelters lead ; 
But if the iky with fliowers inceflant weep. 

Avoid the putrid moifture of the mead. 

Where the wild thyme perfumes the purpled heath, 

Long loitering there your fleecy tribes extend— 
Jut what avail the maxims I bequeath ? 

The fruitlefs gift of an officious friend ! 
^ ! what avails the timorous lamias to guard, 

Though nightly cares > with daily labour?, join ? 
Jf foreign floth obtain the rich reward. 

If Gallia's craft the ponderous fleece pwrloin. 
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Was it for this, by couftant vigils worn, 

I met the terrors of an early grave $ 
For this I led them from the pointed thorn ? 
For this I bathM them in the lucid wave ? 

Ah heedlefs Albion ! too benignly prone 

Thy blood to lavifli, and thy wealth refign ! 
Shall every other virtue grace thy throne. 

But quick-ey'd prudence never yet be thine ? 
From the fair natives of this peerlefs hill 

Thou gav*ft tlie iheep that browze Iberian plaiisi 
Their plaintive cries the faithlefs region ^I, 

Their fleece adorns an haughty foe'*s domains* 
Ill-fated flocks ! from cliff to cliff they ftray ; 

Far from their dams their native guardians far! 
Where the foft (hepherd, all tlie livelong day, 

Cliaunts his proud miftrefs to his hoarfe guittir. 
But Albion's youth her native fleece defpiie | 

Unmov'd they hear the pining fliepherd's moan \ 
In fllky folds each nervous limb difguiie, 

Allur'd by every treafure, t>ut their own. 
Oft have I hurry'd down the rof ky fteep. 

Anxious, to fee the wintry tempeft drive ; 
Preferve, faid I, preferve your fleece, my ihcep! 

Ere long will Phillis, will my love arrive. 
Ere long flie came : ah ! woe is me, Ihe came ! 

RoVd in the Gallic loom's extraneous twioe t 
For gifts like thefe they give their fpotlefs fiune, 
Refign their bloomi their innocence reilgn. 
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Will no bright maid, by worthy by titles known> 

Give the rich growth of British hills to fame ? 
/Vnd let her charms^ and her example^ own 

That virtue^s drefs, and beauty^ are the fame ? 
Will no famM diief fupport this generous maid? 

Once more the patriot's arduous path refume ? 
And> comely from his native plains arrayM> 

Speak future glory to the Britiih loom ? 
What power unfeen my ravifhM fancy fires ? 
. I pierce the dreary (hade of future days 3 
Sure 'tis the genius of the land infpires> 

To breath my lateft breath in * * • 's praife. 
O might my breath for • • * 's praife fuffice^ 

How gently fhould my dying limbs repofe ! 
O might liis future glory blefs mine eyes. 

My raviihM eyes ! how calmly would they clofc I 
» # * ^as bom to fpread the general joy j 

By virtue rapt, by party uncontroul'd ; 
Britons for Britain ihall tlie crook employ ; 

3ritous for Britain's glory (hear the fold.'* 

ELEGY XIX. 
Written in fpring 1743. 

AGAIN the labouring hind inverts the foil ; 
^^ Again the merchant ploughs the tumid wave 5 
Another fpring renews the foldier's toil. 
And finds me vacant in die rural cave* 

E 3 M 
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As the foft lyre difplay'd my wonted loves. 

The penfive pleafure and the tender pain, 
^ The fordid Alpheus hurry'd through my groy< 

Yet ftopM to vent the dilates of difdain. 
He glanc'd contcnjptuous o'er my niin'd fold 5 

He blam'd the graces of my favourite bowe: 
My breaft, unfully'd by the luft of gold 5 

My time, unlavi/h'd in purfuit of power. 
Yes, Alpheus ! fly the purer paths of fate ; 

Abjure thefe fcenes from venal pafRons free 
Know, in tliis grove, I vow'd perpetual hate. 

War, endlefs war, witli lucre and with thee 
Here nobly zealous, in my youthful hours, 

I dreft an altar to Thalia's name : 
. Here, as I crown'd the verdant fhrine with flo' 

Soft on my labours ftole the fmiling dame. 
Damon, flie cry'd, if pleas'd with honeft praL 

Thou court fuccefs by virtue or by fong. 
Fly the falfe diftates of the venal race. 5 

Fly the grofs accents of the venal tongue. 
Swear that no lucre fhall thy zeal betray ; 
^ Swerve not thy foot with fortune's votaries 3 
Brand thou their lives, and brand their lifelefs 

The winning phantom urg'd me, and I fwo 

Forth from the ruftic altar fwift I ftray'd, 
** Aid my firm purpofe, ye celeilial powers 

Aid me to quell the fordid breaft, I fsud 5 
And threw my javelin tow'rds dieir hoftUe to¥ 

♦ A Roman ceremony in declaring war. 



JE JL E G y XIX. fs 

drhink not regretful I furvey the deed 5 

Or added years no more the zeal allow j 
Still, ftill obfervant to the grove I fpeed. 

The Ihrine ejnbcUilh, and repeat the vow. 
Sworn from his cradle Rome's relentlefs foe. 

Such generous hate the Punic champion * bore ; 
Thy lake, O Thrafimene ! beheld it glow. 

And Cannae's walls, and Trebia's crimfon (horc. 
But let grave annals paint the warrior's fame ; 

Fair fhine his aims in hiftory enroU'd.; 
Whilft humbler lyres liis civil worth proclaim. 

His nobler hate of avarice and gold.<» 
Now Punic pride its final eve furvey'd ; 

Its hofts exliauiled, and its fleets on fire : 
.Patient the vigor's lurid frown obey'd. 

And faw th' unwilling elephants retire. 
But when their gold deprefs'd the yielding icale, 

Their gold in pyramidic plenty pil'd. 
He faw th' unutterable grief prevail ; 

He faw their tears, and in his fury frail'd. 
Think not, he cry'd, ye view the fmiles of eafe. 

Or this fir|n breaft difclaims a patriot's pain j 
I fmile, but from a foul ellrang'd to peace, 

Frantic with grief, delirious with difdain ! 

-But were it cordial, this detefted fmile. 

Seems it lefs timely than the grief ye fliow ? 

vO fons of Carthage ! grant me to revile 
The fordid fource of your indecent woe ! 

E4 • ^vuy 

• Hannibal. 



56 SHENSTONE'SPaEMS^ 

Why weep yc now ! ye faw with teai'Iefs eye 
When your fleet perifh'd on die Punic wave^ 

Where lurkM the coward tear, the lazy ligh. 
When Tyre's hnperial ftate commenc'd a flave? 

'Tispaft—0 Carthage! vanquiihM! honourM ffiak! 

Go, the mean forrows of thy ions deplore i 
Had freedom (har'd the vow to fortune paid. 

She ne'er, like fortune, had fbrfook thy (hote.** 

' He ceas'd— abaili'd the confcious audience hearf 

Their pallid cheeks a crimfon blufh unfold i 
Vet o'er that virtuous blu(h diftreams a tear. 
And falling moiftens their abandoned gold*. 

ELEGY XX* 

He compares his humble fortune with the iiSoA 
of others; and his fubje^ion to Delia, irid^ 
the iniferable fervitude of an African flaye. 

W/ H Y droops this heart, with fancy'd mfM 
^ ^ forlorn. 

Why finks my foul beneath cac^ wintry iky ? 
What penfive crowds, byceafelefs labours woni. 

What myriads, wifh to be as bleft as I ! 
What though my roofs devoid of pomp ariie. 

Nor tempt the proud to quit his deilin'd way ? 
Nor co(Uy art my flowery dales diiguife. 

Where only fimple friendihip deigns to ibray f 
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See the wild Tons of Lapland^s chill domain^ 

That Icoop their couch beneath the drifted fnows^t 
How void of hope they ken the frozen plain. 

Where the iharp eaft for ever, ever blows I 
Slave though I be^ to Delia^s eyes a ilave. 

My Delia's, eyes endear the band» I wear f 
The figh ihfi cauies well becomes the brave. 

The pang /he caufe^, ^trs ev^n blH^to bear.- 

See the poor native qatt the Libyan iborcs. 

Ah ! not in love's^ delightful fetter* bound I 
No radiant fraile his^ dying peace reftorcsj 

Nor love, nor faroe, nor &iend(hip, heals hi»woundy 
Let vacant bards difplay their boafted woes,^ 

Shall I the mockery of grief difplay ? 
No,- let the Mufe his piercing pangs dirclore,^ 

Who bleeds- and weep* his fum of life away.- 
On the wild beach in moumRil guife he ftood,- 

Ere the (hrill boatfwam gave the hated fign j. 
He dropt a tear unfeen into the flood ; 

He ftole one fecret moment, to repine- 
Yet the Mufe KftenM to the plaints he made f 

Such moving plaints as nature could mfpire {, 
To me the Mufe his tender plea conveyMy 

Bxit fmooth^d, and fuited to the founding lyre. 
*« Why am I ravifli'd from my native ftrand ? 

What favage race protects this impious gain ? 
Shall foreign plagues iufeft this teeming land^ 

And more thaa iea-bom monilei's plough the main ^ 

Here 
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Here the dire locufts horrid fwarms prevail 5 

gere the blue afps with livid poifon fwell 5 
Here the dry dip& writh his finuous mail j 

Can we not here fecure from envy dwell ? 
When the grim lion urg'd his cruel chace. 

When the ftern panther fought his midnight prey< 
What fate refervM me for this chriftian race ? 

O race more polifli'd, more fevere tlian they ! 
Ye prouling wolves, purfue my lateft cries ! 

Thou hungry tiger, leave thy reeking den ! 
Ye fandy waftes, in rapid eddies rife ! 

O tear me from the whips and fcorns of menl 
Yet in their face fuperior beauty glows j 

Are fmiles the mien of rapine and of wrong ? 
Yet from their lip the voice of mercy flows, 

And ev'n religion dwells upon their tongue. 
'Of blifsful haunts they tell,' and brighter climes. 

Where gentle minds convey'd by death repair. 
But ftain'd with blood, and crimfon'd o'er with crimes^ 

Say, ftiall they merit what-they paint fo fair ? 
No, carelefs, hopelefs, of thofe fertile plains^ 
'w Rich by our toils, and by our forrows gay. 
They ply our labours, and enhance our pains^ 

And feign thefe diftant regions to repay. 
JFor them our tuflcy elephant expires ; 

For them we drain the mine's embowel'd gold.j 
Where rove the brutal nations wild defires ? — 

'Our limbs are purchased, and our life is fold ! 

1 Yet 
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.Vet (hore^ there are> bleft ihores for us remain. 

And favoured ides with golden fruitage crown'd, 
Where tufted flowrets paint die verdant plain. 
Where every breeze flialf med'cine eveiy wound. 

There the ftern tyrant that embitters life 

Shall, vainly fuppliant, fpread his afking hand j 

There fliall we view the billows raging ftrife. 
Aid the kind breaft, and waft his boat to land.'* 

ELEGY XXL 

Taking a view of the country from his retirement, 
he is led to meditate on the charadler of the 
ancient Britons. Written at the time of a 
-rumoured tax upon luxury, 1746. 

THUS Damon fung— What though unknown to 
praife 
Umbrageous coverts hide my Mufe and me.^ 
'Or 'mid the rural fliepherds, flow my days> 

Amid the rural ihepherds, I am free. 
^ To view fleek vaffals crowd a ftately hall> 
Say, ihould I grow myfelf a folemn flave^ 
To find thy tints, O Titian I grace my wall. 
Forego the flowery fields my fortune gave ? 
'Lord of my time my devious path I bend. 

Through fringy woodland, or fmooth-lhaven lawi^j 
Or penfile grove, or airy cliff afcend. 
And hail the fccne by nature's pencil drawn. 

Thank» 
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Thanks be to fate --though nor the racy vine. 
Nor fattening olive death the fields I rove, 

Sequefter'd (hades, and gurgling founts are mini 
And every filvan grott the Mufes love. 

Here if my vifta point the mouldering pile, 
[ Where hood and cowl devotion's afpe6l wore, 

I trace the tottering reliques with a fmile. 
To think the mental bondage is no more • 

PleasM if the glowing landfcape wave with corn 

Or the tall oaks, my country's bulwark, rife 
Pleas'd, if mine eye, o'er thoufand vallies bom 

Difcem the Cambrian liills fupport the fkies. 
And fee Plinlimmon ! ev'n the youthful fight 

Scales the proud hill's etlierial cliffs with pain 
Such Caer-caradoc ! thy ftupendous height, 

Whofe ample fliade obfcures th' lernian main 
Bleak, joylefs regions ! where, by fcience fir*d. 

Some plying fage his lonely ftep may bend j 
There, by the love of novel plaints infpir'd, 

Invidious view the clambering goats afcend. 

Yet for thofe mountains, clad with lading fnow 

The frecbom Briton left his greeneft mead, 
Receding fullen from his mightier foe. 

For here he faw fair liberty recede. 
Then if a chief performM a patriot's part, 

Suftain'd her drooping fons, repell'd her foes 
Above all Perfian luxe, or Attic art. 

The nide majeftic monunbcnt arofe. 
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Bve ages carord forth his fame ; . 
Siresy to his praife, attuoM their children*s tongue } 
The hoaiy druid fed die generous flamey 

VHiiie in fuch ftrains the reverend vizard fung. 
^* Go forth, my fons !— for what is vital breathy 
. Your gods expeird, your liberty refign'd ? 
Oo forth, my Tons 1 for what is inftant death 

To ibuls I'ecure perennial joys to find ? 
For fcenes there are, unknown to war or pain. 

Where drops the balm that heals a tyrant^s wound | 
Where patriots, bleft with boundlefs freedom, reign^ 
With mifletoe^s myfterious garlands crowned. 

Such are the names that grace your myftic fongs ; 

Your folemn woods refound their martial fire j 
To you, my Tons, the ritual meed belongs, C 

If in the caqfe you vanquifh or expire. 

Hark ! from the facred oak that crowns the groveit 
What aweful voice my raptur'd bofom warms } 

This is the favourM moment heaven approves, 
Sound the (hrill trump; this inftant, ibund tf 
arms." 

Theirs was the fcience of a martial race. 

To fhape tlie lance, or decorate the ^ield ] 
Ev'n the fair virgin ftainM her native grace. 

To give new horrors to the tented field. 
I40W, for fome cheek where guilty bluflies glaw^ 

For fome falfe Florimers impure difguife. 
The lifted youtli, nor war's loud fignal know> 

Kor virtue's call^ nor fame's imperial pxize. 

Then 
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Then if foft concord lulPd their fears to fleep,^ 

Inert and filent flept the manly car j: 
]But nilh'd horrific o'er the fearful fteep, 
•If freedom's awful clarion breath'd to war. 

Now tlie fleek courtier, indolent, and vain, 

Thron'd in the fplendid carriage glides fupinc 
To taint his virtue with a foreign ftain. 

Or at a favourite's board his faith refign, 
LeAve them, O luxury ! this happy foil ! 

Chafe her, Britannia, to fome hoftile Ihote ! 
Or * fleece the baneful peft with annual fpoil. 

And let thy virtuous offspring weep no more I 

ELEGY XXII. 
TBVritten in the year — ^, when the rights 
fepuiture were fo frequently violated. 

SAY, gentle fieep^ that lov'ft the gloom of ni| 
./Parent of dreams ! thou great magician, fay. 
Whence my late vifion thus indures the light; 
Thus haunts my fancy through tlie glare of d 

The filept moon had fcal'd the vaulted fkies. 

And anxious care refign'd my limbs to reft j. 
A fudden luftre ftruck my wondering eyes. 
And Silvia flood before my couch confeft. 
.,Ah ! not the nymph fo blooming and fo gay. 

That led the dance beneath the feftive fhade ! 
But fhe that, in the morning of her day^ 

Jatpmb*d ben«ath the grafs -green fod was laid 
* Alludes to a tax upon luxury* 
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fio more her eyes their wonted radiance caft ; 

No more her breaft infpir'd tlie lover^s flame^ 
^o more her cheek the Paeftan rofe furpaft ; 

Yet feem'd her lip's etherial fmile the fame. 

JJor fuch her hair as deck'd her living face j 

Nor fuch her voice as charmed the liibening crowd | 
Jior fuch her drefs as heightened every grace j 

Alas I all vanifh'd for the mournful Oiroud I 
Yet feem'd'her lip's etherial charm the fame; 
That dear diftinftion every doubt remov'd i 
Perifti the lover, whofe imperfe6l flame 

Forgets one feature of the liymph he lov'd. 
** Damon, fhe faid, mine hour allotted flies ; 

Oh ! do not wafte it with a fruitlefs tear ! 
Though griev'd to fee thy Silvia's pale difguife^ 

Sufpend thy forrow, and attentive heat, 
So may thy Mufe with virtuous ferae be bleft i 

So be thy love with mutual love repaid ! 
So may thy "bones in facred filence reft, 

Faft by the reliques of fome hapi>ier maid ! 
Thou know'ft, how lingering on a diftant ihoi?e 

Difeafe invidious nipt my flowery prime j 
And oh ! what pangs my tender bofom tore, 

To tliink I ne'er muft view my native clime t 
JJo friend was near to raife my drooping head j 

No dear companion wept to fee me die ; 
J.odge me within my native foil, I faid j 

There my fond parents honour'd reliques lie. 

Though 
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Thoutgh now debarrM of each domeftic tear ; 

XJiiknown, forgot, I meet the fatal blow ; 
There many a friend fliall grace my woeful bier. 

And many a iigh (hall rife, and tear (hall flow, 

I fpoke, nor fate forbore his trembling fpoil ; 
^ Some vernal mourner lent his carelefs aid ; 
And foon they bore me to my native foil, 

Where my fond parents dear remains were laic 
"•Twas dien the youths, from every plain and gro 

Adom'd with mournful verfe thy Silvia's bier 
'Twas then the nymphs their votive garlands wo 

And ftrew'd the fragrance of the youthful yea 

But why, alas 1 the tender fcene difplay ? 

Could Damon's foot the pious path decline ? 
All tic ! 'twas Damon firft attun'd his lay, 

And fure no fonnet was fo dear as thine. 

Thus was I bofom'd in the peaceful grave j 
My placid gho(l no longer wept its doom ; 

When favage robbers every fan£lion brave. 
And with outrageous guilt defraud the tomb I 

Shall my poor corfe, from hoftile realms convey 

Lofe the cheap portion of my native fands ? 
Or» in my kindred's dear embraces laid, 

Mourn the vile ravage of barbarian hands ? 
S^y, would thy breaft no death-like torture feel 

To fee my limbs the felon's gripe obey ? 
To fee them gafli'd beneath the daring (teel > 

To crowds a fpcftrc, and to dogs a pray ? 

'' • 4 
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If Parangs Tons thefe horrid rites require. 

If health^s fair fcience be by thefe refinMy 
JLtt gvUty convi6^8> for their ufe« expire j 

And let their breathlefs corfe avail mankind. 
Yet haid it feem^^ when guilt^s laft fine is paid. 

To fee the vi6lim's corfe deny'd repofe ! 
Now, more fevere ! the |>oor ofFencelefs maid 

Dreads the dire outrage of inhuman foes. 

"Where is the faith of ancient pagans fled ? 

Where the fend care the wandering manes claim } 
Mature, inftinftive^ cries, Proteft the dead. 

And facred be their afhes, and their fame : 
Arife, dear youth ! ev*n now die danger calls ; 

Ev'n now the villain fnufib his wonted prey j 
5ec ! fee ! I lead tliee to yon' facred walls— 

Oh ! fly to chafe thefe human wolves away/' 

ELEGY XXIIL 
Refledions fuggefted by his fituation. 

BORN near the fcene for Kenelm's fate renowned 
I take my plaintive reed, and range the grove. 
And raife my lay, and bid the rocks refound . 
The favage force of empire, and of love, 

Faft by the centre of yon* various wild. 

Where fpreading oaks embower a Gothic fane; 

Kendrida's arts a brother^'s youth beguil'dj 
There nature urgM her tendered pleas in rain* 
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Soft o'er his birth, and o'er his infant hours, 
Th' ambitious maid cbuld eveiy care employ ; 

Then with afllduous fondncfs cropt the flowers. 
To deck the cradle of tlie princely boy ? 

But foon the bofom's pleafmg calm is flown ; 

Love fires her breaft j the I'ultry paflions rife j 
A favoured lover feeks the Mercian throne. 

And views her Kenelra with a rival's eyes. 
How kind were fortune, ah ! how juft were fate. 

Would fate or fortune Mercians heir remove I 
How fweet to revel on the couch of ftate ! 

To crown at once her lover and her love ! 
See, gamifh'd for the chace, the fraudful maid 

To thefe lone hills direft his devious vvay j 
The youth all prone the fifter guide obey'd. 

Ill-fated youth ! himfelf the deftin'd prey. 
But now, nor ihaggy hill, nor pathlefs plain. 

Forms the lone refuge of the fylvan game ; 
Since Lyttelton has crown'd the fweet domain 

With fofter pleafures, and with fairer fame. 
Where the rough bowman urg'd his headlong ftee( 

Immortal bards, a polifh'd race, retire ; 
And where hoarfe fcrcam'd the ftrepent horn, fucce 

The melting graces of no vulgar lyre. 
See Thomfon loitering near fome limpid well. 

For Britain's friend the verdant wreath prepare 
Or, ftudious of revolving feafons, tell. 

How peerlefs Lucia made all feafons fair ! 
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See •••*••• from civic garlands fly. 

And in thefe groves indulge his tuneful vein ! 
Or from yon' fummit, with a guardian's eye, 

Obferve how freedom's hand attires the plain I 
If ere Pope ! ah never muft that towering mind 

To his lovM haunts, or dearer friend, return ? 
What art ! what friendfliips ! oh ! what fame refign'dl 

—In yonder glade I trace his mournful urn* 
Where is the breaft can rage or hate retain. 

And thefe glad (beams and fmiling lawns behold ? 
Where is the breaft can hear tlie woodland ftrain. 

And think fair freedom well exchanged for gold I 
Through thefe foft ihades delighted let me ftray. 

While o'er my head forgotten funs defcend I 
Through thefe dear valleys bend my cafual way, 

Till fetting life a total (hade extend I 
Here far from courts, and void of pompous cares, 

I '11 mufe how much I owe mine humbler fate ; 
Or fhrink. to And, how much ambition dares. 

To fliine in anguifh, and to grieve in ftate ! 

Canft thou, O fun ! that fpotlefs throne difclofe. 
Where her bold arm has lefr no fanguine ftain ? 

Where, (hew me where, the lineal fceptre glows. 
Pure , as the fimple crook that rules the plain f 

Tremendous pomp ! where hate, diftruft, and fear. 
In kindred bofoms folve the focial tie ; 

There not the parent fmile is half fmcere ; 
Nor void of art the confort's melting eye. 
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There with the friendly wiih, the kindly flame. 
No face is brighten'd^ and no bofoms beat } 

Youth, manhood, age, avow one fordid aim, .. 
And ev*n the beardlefs.Iip affays deceit. 

There coward rumours walk their murderous round; 

The glance, that more than rural blame inftills ; 
Whifpers, thatting'd with friendfhip doubly wound. 

Pity that injures, and concern that kills. 
Their anger whets, but love can ne'er engage 5 

Careffing brotliers part but to revile j 
There all men fmile, and prudence warns the wife. 

To dread the fatal ftroke of all that fmile. 
There all her rivals I fifter, fon, and fire. 

With horrid purpofe hug deftruftive arms j 
There foft-ey'd maids in murderous plots confpire. 

And fcorn the gentler mifchief of their charms. 

Let fervile minds one endlefs watch endure ; 

Day, night, nor hour, their anxious guard refign ; 
But lay me, fate ! on flowery banks, fec\ire, 

Though my whole foul be, like my limbs, fupino. 
Yes, may my tongue difdain a vaflal's care j 

My lyre refound no proftituted lay j 
More warm to merit, more elate to wear 

The cap of freedom, than' the crown of bay. 
* Sooth'd by the murmurs of my pebbled flood, 
I wiih it not o'er golden fands to flow j 
^ Chear'd by the verdure of my ipiral wood, 

I fcorn the quarry, where no ihrub can grow* 

No 
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No midnight pangs the ftiepherd's peace purflie 5 
His tongue, his hand, attempts no fecret wound f 

He fings his Delia, and if flie be true. 

His love at once, and liis ambition *8 crownM» 
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He takes occafion, from the fate of Eleanor, of 
Bret ACNE, to fuggeft the imperfed pleafure^ 
of a folitary life. 

T T 7 HEN beauty mourns, by fate's injurious doom, 
^ ^ Hid from- the chearful glance of human eye ; 
When nature's pride inglorious waits the tomb. 

Hard is that heart which checks the rifmg (igh. 
Fair Eleonora ! would no gallant mind. 

The caufe of love, the caufe of juftice own ? 
Matchlefs thy charms, and was no life refign'd 

To fee them fparkle from their native tlirone ? 

Or had fair freedom's hand unveil'd thy charms. 

Well might fuch brows the regal gem refign 5 
Thy radiant mien might fcom the guilt of arms* 

Yet Albion's awful empire yield to thine* 
O ftiame of Britons ! in one fullen tower 

She wet with royal tears her daily cell ; 
She found keen anguifh every rofe devour j 

They fprung, they fhone,they faded, and theyfelL 

F 3 Through 
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Through one dim lattice fring'd with ivy rounds 

Succeflive funs a languid radiance threw ; 
To paint how fierce her angry guardian frown'd. 

To mark how faft her waning beauty flew. 

This, age might bear; then fated fancy palls , 
Nor warmly hopes what fplendor can fupply j 

Fond youth inceflajit mourns, if rigid walls 
Keftrain its lifteoing ear, its curious eye. 

Believe me, * * * *. the pretence is vain ! 

This boafted calin that fmooths our early days, 
For never yet could youthful mind reftrain 

Th' alternate pant for pleafure and for praife. 
iiv^n me, by (hady oak or limpid fpring, 

Ev'n me, the fcenes of polifli'd life allure ; 
Sopie genius whifpers, " Life is on the wing„ 

And hard his lot that languifhes obfcure. 
What though thy riper mind admire no more— 
The fhining cin6lure, apd the broider'd fold. 
Can pierce like lightning through the figured ore. 

And melt to drofs the radiant forms of gold. 
Furs, erniins, rods, may well attraft thy fcom ; 

The futile prefents of capricious power 1 
But wit, but wortli, the public fphere adorn. 

And who but envies then the focial hour ? 
Can virtue, carelefs of her pupil's n^eed. 

Forget how * * * fuftains the ihepherd's caufc? 
Content in fhades to tune a lonely reed, 
J4or join die founding paean of applaufe ? 

For 
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For public 'haunts, impeird by Britain*s weal. 
See Grenville quit the Mufe's favourite eafe ; 

And (hall not fwains admire his noble zeal ? 
Admiring praife, admiring ftrive to pleafe ? 

Life, fays the fage, affords no blifs lincere ; 

And courts and cells in vain our liopcs renew *. 
But ah ! where Grenvile charms tlie lillening ear, 

'Tis hard to think the chearlefs maxim true. 
The groves may fmile 5 the rivers gently glide ; 

Soft through the vale refounfi the lonefome jay. 
Ev*n thickets yield delight, if tafte preiide j 

But can they pleafe, when Lyttelton's away ? 
Pure as the fwain's the breaft of * * * glows. 

Ah! were the ihepherd's phrafe, like his, refinM ! 
But, how improved tlie generous dI6late flows 

Through the clear medium of a poliHrd mind ! 
Happy tlie youths who, warm with Britain's love. 

Her inmolt wifli in * * *'s periods hear ! 
Happy that in the radiant circle move, 

Attendant orbs, where Lonfdale gilds the fphere ! 
While rural faith, and every poliihM art. 

Each friendly charm, in * * * confpire, 
From public fccncs all penfive muft you part j 

All joylefs to the greeneil fields retire ! 
Go, plaintive youth ! no more by fount or ftream. 

Like fome lone halcyon, fecial pleafure fliun ; 
Go dare the light, enjoy its chearful beam. 

And hail the bright proceffion of the fun. 

F 4 Then 
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Then covered by thy ripen'd fliades, refume 

The fdent walk ; no more by pafTion' toft : 
Then feek thy ruftic haunts j. the dreary gloomy 

Where every art, that colours life> is loft.*'-* 
In vain ! the liftening Mufe attends in vain.! 

Reftraints in hoftile bands her motions wait— 
—Yet will I grieve, and fadden all my ftrain. 

When injur' A beauty mouiaas the Mufe's fate* 



\ 
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To Delia, with fome flowers ; complaining how 
much his benevolence fufters on account of his 
Tiumble fortune. 

TT r Hate'er could fculpture*s carious art employ, 
^ ^ Whatever the lavifli himd of wealth can Ihower,. 
Thefe would I give— and every gift enjoy. 

That pleas'd my fair — but fate denies tlie power.. 

Bleft were my lot to feed the fecial fires I 
To leam the latent wifhes of a friend ! 
To give the boon his native tafte admires, 

Aiid, for my tranfport, on his finile depend J 
Bleft too is he, whofe evening ramble ftrays, 
' Where droop tlie fons of indigence and care ^ 
His little gifts their gladdened eyes amaze. 
And win, at finall expence, their fondeft prayer ! 

And 
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And oh the joy ! to (hun the confcious lights 
To fpare the modeft bluih^ to give unfeen ! 

Like ihowers that fall behind the veil of night. 
Yet deeply tinge tlie fmiling vales with green. 

Bat happieft they, who drooping realms relieve !' 

Whofe virtue in our cultured vales appear ! 
For whofe fad fate a thoufand fhepherds grieve. 

And fading fields allow the grief fincere. 
To call loft worth from its oppreflive fhade; 

To fix its equal fphere, and'fee it fliine; 
To hear it grateful own the generous aid ; 

This, ^ this is tranfport — but mull ne*er be mine** 
Faint is my bounded blifs ; nor I refufe 

To range whci'cdaizies open, rivers roll-; . 
While profe or fong the languid hours amufe. 
And foothe the fond impatience of my foul. 
Awhile I '11 weave the roofs of jafmine bowers;. 
And urge with trivial cares the loitering year;^ 
A while I '11 prune my grove, proteft my flowers,. 
Then, unlamented, prefs an early bier! 
, Of thofe lov'd flowers the lifelefs corfe may. fliare ^ 
Some hireling hand a fading wreath befl:ow : 
The reft will breathe as fweet, will glow as fair. 
As when their mafter fmil'd to fee them glow^ 
The fequent morn (halL wake the fylvan quire j. 

The kid again fliall wanton ere 'tis noon 5 
Nature will fmile, will wear her beft attire 5 
01 let not gentle Delia fmile fo foon ! 

While 
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While the rude hearfe conveys me flow away. 
And carelefs eyes my vulgar fate proclaim. 

Let thy kind tear my utmoft worth o'erpay 5 
And, foftly fighing, vindicate my fame.— 

O Delia ! chear'd by thy fuperior praife, 
I blefs the filent path the fates decree 5 

Pleas'd, from" the lift of my inglorious days, 

To raze the moments crownM with blil's and tliee. 

ELEGY XXVL 

Defcribing the forrow of an ingenuous mind, on 

the melancholy event of a licentious amour. 

"T T 7 H Y mourns my friend ! why weeps his down- 
^ ^ caft eye ! 

That eye where mirth, where fancy us'd to (hine ? 
Thy chearful meads reprove that fwelling fi^T^h ; 

Spring ne'er enamelM fairer meads than thine. 

Art thou not lodgM in fortune's warm embrace ? 

Wert thou not form'd by nature's partial care ? 
Bleft in thy fong, and bleft in every grace 

That wins the friend, or that enchants the fair ? 

Damon, faid he, thy partial praife reftrain 5 
Not Damon's friendlhip can my peace reftore ; 

Alas ! his very praife awakes my pain. 

And my poor wounded bofom bleeds the more. 

For oh ! that nature on my birth had frown'd. 
Or fortune nx'd me to fome lowly cell 5 

Then had my bofom 'fcapM this fatal wound, 

Nor had I bid theie vernal fwects, farewel. 

But 

I 
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But led by foitune's hand, her dading child. 

My youth her vain licentious blifs admir d; 
In fortune's train the fyren flattery fmiPd, 

And raihly hallowM all her queen inipirM. 
Of folly iludious, ev'n of vices vain, 

Ah vices ! gilded by the rich and gay ! 
•I chas'd the guilelefs daughters of the plain. 

Nor dropt the chafe, till Jcfly was my prey* 

Poor artlefs maid ! to (lain thy fpotlefs name, 

Expence, and art, and toil, united ftrove y 
To lure a breaft that felt the purcft flame, 

Suftain'd by virtue, but betray'd by love* 
School'd in the fcience of love's mazy wiles, 

I cloath'd each feature with aflefled fcorn ; 
I i^kc of jealous doubts, and fickle fmiles, 

And, feigning, left her anxious and forlorn. 
Then, while the fancy 'd rage alarm'd her care, 

Warm to deny, and zealous to difprove ; 
I bade my words the wonted foftnefs wear. 

And feiz'd the minute of returning love. 
To thee, my Damon, dare I paint the reft t 

Will yet thy love a candid ear incline ? 
Aflur'd that virtue, by misfortune preft, 

Feels not the fliarpnefs of a pang like mine. 
Nine envious moons matur'd her growing fliame j 

Ere-while to flaunt it in the face of day ; 
When, fcorn'd of virtue, ftigmatiz'd by fame,. 

Low at my feet dcfponding Jefly lay. 

« Henry, 
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•< Henry, (he faid, by thy dear form fubdued^ 

See the fad reliques of a nymph undone I 
I find, T find this rifing fob renew" d : 

I iigh in (hades, and ficken at the fun. 
Amid the dreary gloom of night, I cry. 

When will the morn's once pleafing fcenes return ? 
Yet what can morn's returning ray fupply. 

But foes that triumph, or but friends tliat mourn I 
Alas I no more that joyous mom appears 

That led the tranquil hours of fpotlefs fame ; 
For I haye fteepM a father's couch in tears. 

And ting'd a motlier's glowing cheek with fliame. 
The vocal birds that raife their matin ftrain. 

The fportive lamps, increafe my penfive moan j 
All feem to chafe me from the chearful plain. 

And talk of truth and innocence alone. 

If through the garden's flowery tribes I ftray, 

Where bloom the jafmines that could once allure, 
Hope not to find delight in us, tliey fay. 

For we are fpotlefs,^ Jefly ; we are pure. 
Ye flowers ! that well reproach a nymph fo frail; 

Say, could ye with my virgin fame compaie ? 
The brighteft bud that icents the vernal gale 

Was not fo fragrant, and was not fg f iir. 
Now the grave old alarm the gentler young; 

And all my fame's abhorr'd contagion flee ; - 
Trembles each lip, and faulters every tongue. 

That bids tlie morn propitious fmile on me. 

Thuj 
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Thus for your ikke I ihun each human eye j 
I bid the fweets of blooming youth adieu j 

To die I languifh, but I dread to die, 

Left my fad fate ihould nourifh pangs for you, 

Raife me from earth $ the pains of want remove 
And let me filent feek fome friendly fhore $ 

There only, baniftiM from the form I love. 
My weeping virtue fliali relapfe no more. 

Be but my friend ; I aik no dearer name ; 

Be fuch the meed of fome more artful fair 5 
Nor could it heal ray peace, or chale my (hame. 

That pity^ve, what love refused to (hare. 

Force not my tongue to a(k its fcanty bread i 

Nor hurl thy JdflTy to the vulgar crew 5 
Not fuch the parent's board at which I fed ! 

Not fuch the precept from his lips I drew ! 
Haply, when age has filver'd o'er my hair. 

Malice may learn to fcorn fo mean a fpoil { 
Envy may flight a face no longer fair ; 

And pity, welcome, to my native foil."" 
She fpoke — ncr was I bom of favage race ; 

Nor could thefe hands a niggard boon aflign | 
■Gratefid ihe clafp'd me in a laft embrace. 

And vow'd to wafte her life in prayers for mine* 
I faw her foot the lofty barkafcend j 

I faw her breaft with every paflion heave ; 
i left her ~ torn from every earthly friend ; 

Oh I my hard bofom, which could bear to leave! 
4 Brief 
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Brief let me be 5 the fatal ftorm arofe ; 

The billows ragM, tlie pilot's art was vain ; 
O'er the tall maft the circling furges clofe ; 

My Jefly— floats upon the watery plain ! 
And— fee my youth's impetuous fires decay g 

Seek not to flop refle6lion's bitter tear ; 
But warn the frolic, and inflru£l the gay, 

From Jeffy floating on her watery bieri 
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RURAL ELEGANCE. 

An O D E to the late Duchefs of Somerset* 
Written 1750. 

•t T 7 HILE orient flcies reftore the day, 

^ ^ And dew-drops catch the lucid ray j 
Amid the fprightly fcenes of mom. 

Will aught the Mufe infpire » 
Oh ! Peace to yonder clamorous horn 

That drowns the f acred lyre ! 

Ye rural riianes that o'er the mofly down 
Some panting, timorous hare purfue j 
Docs nature mean your joys alone to crown ? 
Say, does fhe fmooth her lawns for you ? 
For you does echo bid the rocks reply. 
And urg'd by rude conftraint refound the jovial cry? 

See from the neighbouring hill, forlorn 

The wretched fwain your fport fui-vey j 
He finds his faithful fences torn, 

He finds his laboured crops a prey ; 
He fees his flock — no more in circles feed j 
Haply beneath your ravage bleed. 
And with no random curfes loads the deed. 
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Nor yet, ye fwains, conclude 

That nature fmiks for you alone ; 
Your founded fouls^ and your conceptions crude 

The proud, the fel£fh bo^ft dilbwn ^ 

Yours be the produce of the foil.; 

O may it ilill reward yinir toili 

Nor ever the defencelefs train 
sOf clinging .infants aik fupport in vain ? 

But though the various harveft gild your plain: 
Does the mere knd^cape feaft your eye i 

Or the warm hope of diftant gains 
.Far other caufe of glee f iipply i 
>Is not the red-ftreak's future juice 
The fource of your delight profound, 

Where Ariconium pours her gems profufe. 
Purpling a whole horizon round ? 

Athirft ye praife the limpid ftream, 'tis true : 
But though, tlie pebbled fhores among, 
It mimic no unpleafmg fong. 
The limpid fountain murmurs not for you, 

Unpleas'd ye fee the thickets bloom, 
UnpleasM the fpring her flowery robe refume j 

Unmov'd the mountain's airy pile, 

The dappled mead without a fmile. 

O let a rural confcious Mule, 
For well fhe knows, your froward fenfe accufi 
Forth to the folemn oak you bring tlie fquarcj 
And fpan the maflfy trunk, before you cr)-, 'tis 
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Nor yet ye Icarn'd, nor yet ye courtly train* 
If haply from your haunts ye ftray 
To wafte with us a fummer's.day. 
Exclude the tafte of every fwain. 
Nor our untutor'd fcnfe difdain s 
'Tis nature only gives eiclufive right 
To relifh her fupreme delight j 
She> where (he pleafes kind or coy. 
Who furnifhes the fcene, and forms us to enjoy. 
Then hither bring the fair ingenuous mind. 
By her aufpicious aid refinM j 

Lo ! not an hedge-row hawthorn blows, 
Or humble hare-bell paints the plain. 
Or valley winds, or fountain flows. 
Or purple heath is ting'd in vain : 
For fuch the rivers dafh the foaming tides. 
The mountain fwells, tlie dale fubiides 5 
Ev*n thriftlefs furze detains their wandering fight, 
j^nd the rtfugh barren rock grows pregnant v/ith delight. 

With what fufpicious fearful care 

The fordid wretch fecures his claim. 
If haply fome luxurious heir 

Should alienate the fields that wear his name I 
What fcruples left fome future birth 
Should litigate a fpan of earth ! 
Bonc^, contra6ls, feoflfments, names unmeet for profe. 
The towering Mufe endures not to difcloie i 
Alas I her unreversed decree. 
More comprehenfive and more free. 
Hex lavifh charter, tafte, appropriates all we fee. 

G Iax 



Z^ SHENS TONERS POEMS/ 

Let goindolas their painted flags unfold. 

And be the folemn day enroli'd. 

When, to confirm his lofty plea. 
In nuptial fort, with bridal gold. 

The grave Venetian weds the fea : 
Each laughing Mufe derides the vow ; 

Ev'n Adria fcorns the mock, embrace. 
To fome lone hermit on the mountain's bro\^. 

Allotted, from his natal hour. 

With all her myrtle fhores in dower* 

His breaft to admiration prone 

Enjoys the fmile upon her face, 
Enjoys trinmphant every grace. 
And finds her more his own. 

Fatigu'd with form's oppreffive laws. 
When Somerfet avoids the great ; 
Whem, cloyM with merited applaufe. 

She feeks the rural calm retreat ; 
Does flie not praife each mofly cell, 
And feel the truth my numbers tell ? 
When deafen'd by the loud acclaim, 

Which genius grac'd with rank obtains. 
Could fhe not more delighted hear 
Yon tliroftle chaunt the rifing year ? 
Could ihe not'fpurn the wreaths of fame. 
To crop the primrofe of the plains ? 
Does (he not fweets in each fair valley find, ' 
Loft to the fons of power, unknown to half manRind ? 

Ah, can (he covet there to fee 
Tlic fplendid (laves, the reptile race* 

4 Tliat 
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That oil the tongue, and bow the knee. 
That flight her merit, but adore her place ? 
Far happier, if aright I deem. 
When from gay throngs., and gilded fpires. 

To where the lonely halcyons play. 
Her philofophic ftep retires : 
While, ftudious of the moral theme. 
She, to fome fmooth fequeftcr'd ftream 
Likens the fwain's ingloriojs day 5 
Pleas'd from the flowery margin to furvey, 
low cool, ferene, and cleai;^ the current glides away^ 

O blind to truth, to virtue blind. 

Who flight the fweetly penfive mind 1 

On whofe fair birth the Graces mild> • 

And every Mufe prophetic finil'd 
Not that the poetH boafled Are 

Should fame's wide-echoing trumpet fwell ( 
.Or, on the mufic of his lyre 

Each future age with rapture dwell $ 
The vaunted fweets of praiie remove. 

Yet fliall fuch bofoms claim a part 

In all that glads the human heart ; 
Yet thefe the fpirits, form'd to judge and pi:ove 
Lil nature's channs inunenfe, and heaven's unbound* 
cd love. 

And oh ; the tranfport, moft ally'd to fongt 

In fome fair villa's peaceful bound. 
To catch ibft hints from nature's tongue. 

And bid Arcadia bloom around • 

G % WV^-Cwi: 
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.Whether we fringe the doping hill, 

■ Or fmoothe below the verdant mead 5 
Whether we break the fallmg rill, 

Or through meandering, mazes lead ; 
Or in the horrid bramble^s room 
Bid carelefs gi-oups of. roles bloom j 
Or let fome ftielter'd lake ferene 
Rcfl€6l flower?, woods and fpires, artd brighten all tk 
fcene, 
O fwect difpofal of Ihe rur^l hour j 
O beauties never known to cloy ! 
While worth and gemus haunt the favoured bowef 

And every gentle'breaft partakes the joy I 
.While charity at eve fiirveys the fwain. 
Enabled by thefe toils to chear 
A train of helplefs infants dear. 
Speed whiftling home acrofs the plaii>; 
See vagrant luxury, her-hand-maid grown. 
For half her gracelefs deeds atone, 
And hails the bounteous work, and. ranks it with hi 
own. • 

Why brarid thefe pleafures with: tlie name 
. Of foft, unfocial toils, of indolence and ihame ? 
Search but the gafden, or the wood,. 
Let yon admirM carnation' own, 
^ Not all was mean% for raiment, . or. for food. 

Not all for needful ufe alone j 
There while the feeds of future bloflbms dwell, 
'Tis coloured for tlie fight, perfiun'd to pleaie the fmd 

Wh 
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Why knows tlie nightingale to iing ? 

Why flows the pine's nedlareous juice ? 
Why fhincs with p^int the Imnet's wing ? 

Forfuftenance alone ? For ufe f 
For prefervation ? Every fphere 
Shall bid fair pleafure*s rightful claim app<par. 
And Aire there feem, of human kind. 
Some bom to ihua the folemn ftrife i 
Some for amufive talks defignM, 
To foothe the certain ills of life f . 
&race its lone vales with many a budding rofe. 

New founts of blifs difclofe, . 
all forth refrefhing fliades, and decorate repofe. 

From plains and woodlands 5 from the view 
Of rural nature's blooming face, 
Smit by the glare of rank and place. 
To courts the fons of fancy flew ; 
There long had art ordain'd a rival feat $ 
There had flie lavifhM all her care 
To form a fcene more dazzling fair. 
And caird them from their green retreat 
To fhare her proud control ; 
Had given the robe with grace to flow. 
Had taught exotic gems to glow ; 
And, emulous of nature's power, 
Mimick'd the plume," the leaf, the flower} 
Chang'd the complexion's native hue, 
Moulded each ruftic limb anew. 
And warp'd the very foul. 
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A while her magic ftrikes the novel eye, 
A while the fairy forms delight ; 
And now albof we feem to fly 

On purple pinions through a purer iky. 
Where all is wondrous, all is bright ; 
Now landed on fome fpangled fhore 
A while each dazzled maniac roves 
By fapphire lakes, through emerald groves. 
Paternal acres pleafe no moi-e ; 

Adieu "the fimple, the finccre delight— 
Th* habitual fcene of hill and dale, 
The rural herds, the vernal gale. 
The tangled vetch's purple bloom. 
The fragrance of the bean's perfume. 

Be theirs alone who cultivate the foil, 
And drink tlie cup of third, and eat the bread of toi 

But foon the pageant fades away !* 
'Tis nature only bears perpetual fway* 
We pierce the counterfeit delight. 
Fatigued with fplendor's irkfome beams. 
Fancy again demands the fight 
Of natire groves and wonted (breams. 
Pants for the fcenes that charm'd her youthful ey 
Where truth maintains her courts and banifhes difgu 

Theft hither oft, ye fenators, retire. 
With nature here high converfe hold ; 

For' who like Stamford her delights admii-e. 
Like Stamford fiiall whh fcom behold 

Th' unequal bribe* of ^jag^eantry and gold j 
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Beneath the Britifh oak's mac^eftic ihade» 
Shall iee fair trutii, immortal maid, 
Fnendihip in artlefs guife array'd, 
Honour and moral beauty fhine 
With more attractive charms, with radiance more 
divine. 

Yes, here alone did higheft heaven ordain 
The lalling magazine of charms. 
Whatever wiqs, whatever wanns. 
Whatever fancy feeks to fliare 
Tlie great, the various, and the fair. 
For ever Ihould remain ! 

Her impulfe nothing may reftrain— 
Or whence the joy 'mid columns, towers, 
'Midll all the city's aitful trim. 
To rear fome breathlels vapid flowers 
Or fhi-ubs fuliginoufly grim ; 
From rooms of filken foliage vain, 
To trace the dun far diilant grove. 
Where, fmit with undiflembled pain. 
The wood-lark mourns her abfent love. 
Borne to the dufty town from native air. 
To mimic rural life, and foothe fome vapour'd fain 

But how muft faithlefs art prevail. 
Should all who taile our joy (inccre. 
To virtue, truth, or fcience dear. 
Forego a court's alluring pale. 
For dimpled brook and leafy grove. 
For that rich luxury of thought they love ! 

G ^ Ka 
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Ah no> from thefe the public fphere requires 
Examples for its giddy bands : 
From thefe impartial heaven demands 
To fpread the flame itfelf mfpires j 
To (ift opinion^s mingled mafs, 
Imprefs a nation^s tafle> and bid the fterling pafs. 

Happy, , thrice happy they, 
Whofe graceful deeds have exemplary ihone 
Round the gay precin6ls of a throne. 
With mild effeftive beams ! 
Who bands of fair ideas bring. 
By folemn grot, or fhady fpring. 
To join their pleafmg dreams ! 
Theirs is the^ rural blil's without alloy, 
They only that deferve, enjoy. 
Wliat though nor fabled dryad haunt their grove. 

Nor naiad near their foimtain rove. 
Yet all embody 'd to the mental fight, 
A train of fmiling virtues bright 
Shall there the wife retreat allow. 
Shall twine triumphant palms to deck the wanderer's 
brow. 

And though by faitlilefs friends alarmM, 
Art have with nature wag'd prefumptuous war j 
By Seymour's winning influence charm'd. 
In whom their gifts united ftiine. 

No longer fliall their counfels jar* 
'Tis her to meditate the peace 5 

Near 
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Near Percy-lodge, with awe-ftruck mienj 
The rebel feeks her laMrful queen^ 
And havock and contention ceafe^ 
I fee the rival powers combine. 
And aid each other's fair defign } 
Katiire exalt the mound where art ihall build ; 
Art fliape the gay alcove, while nature paints the 
field. 

Begin, ye fongfters of the grove ! 
O warble forth your nobleft lay j 
Where Somerfet vouchfafes to rove. 
Ye leverets, freely fport and play. 
—Peace to the ftrepent horn ! 
Let no harOi difonance difturb the mom^ 
No founds inelegant and rude 
Her facred folitudes profane ! 
Unlefs her candour not exclude 
The lowly fhepherd's votive ftrain. 
Who tunes his reed amidft his rural chear. 
Fearful, yet not averfe, that Somerfet fhould hear» 

ODE to MEMORY. 174^. 
Memory ! celeftial maid ! 



O 



Who glean'ft the flowerets cropt by time $ 
And, fufFerliig not a leaf to fade, 

Preferv'ft the bloflbms of our prime 5 
Bring, bring thofe moments to my mind 
When life was new, and Lelbia kind. 
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Anet bring that garland to my fight, 

With which my favoured crook Ihe bound j 

And bring that wreath of rofes bright 
Which then my feftive temples crown' d. 

And to my raptur'd ear convey 

The gentk tilings ihe deignM to fay. 

And fketch with care the Mufe's bower. 

Where Ifis rolls hei* filver tide j 
Nor yet omit one reed or flower 

That ihines on Cherweirs verdant fide j 
If fo thou may'ft thofe hours prolong, 
When polifh'd Lycon joinM my fong. 

The fong it Vails not to recite — 

But fure, to foothe our youthful dreams, 

Thofe banks and ftreams appeared more bright 
Than other banks, than otlier ftreams : 

Or, by thy foftening pencil fhewn, 

Aifume they beauties not their own ? 

And paint that fweetly vacant fcene, 
When, all beneatli the poplar bough, 

My fpirits light, my fouLferene, 
I breath'd in verfe one cordial vow ; 

That nothing fhould my foul in^ire. 

But friendfhip warm, and love entire. 

Dull to the fenfe of new delight, 
On thee the drooping Mufe attends 5 

As fome fond lover, robb'd of fight. 
On thy expreflive power depends j 
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Nbr would exchange thy glowing lines. 
To live the lord of all that /hines. 

But let me chafe thofe vows away 

Which at ambition's flirine I made; 
Nor ever let thy Ikill difplay 

Thofe anxious moments, ill repaid : 
Oh 1 from my breaft that feafon rafe. 
And bring my childhood in its place. 

Bring me the bells, the rattle bring. 

And bring the hobby I beftrodej 
When, pleased in many afportive ring,,: 

Around the room I jovial rode : 
Ev'n let me bid my lyre adku. 

And bring the wliiltle that I blew. ■ 

- Then will I mufe, and penfive fay, 
Why did not thefe enjoyments laft j 
How fweetly wafted I the day. 

While innocence allow'd to wafte ! 
Ambition's toils alike are vain. 
But all ! for pleafure yield us pain.- 

The Princess E L I Z A B E T flf-. 
A Ballad alluding to a ftory recorded of her^ 
when fhe was prifoner at Woodstock, 1554. 

T T 7" I L L you hear how once repining 

^ ^ Great Eliza captive lay ? 
Each ambitious thought refigning. 

Foe to riches, pomp, and iw3i^ • ^^^ 
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While the aymphs and fwains delighted 

Tript aroun4 in all their pride ; 
Envying joys by otliers flighted, 

Thus the royatnaaidencry'd. 
'* Bred on plains, or bonv in vallies. 

Who would bid thofe fcenes adieu ? 
Stranger to the arts of malice. 

Who would ever courts purfue ? 

Malice never taught to treafure, 

Cenfure never taught to bear : 
Love is all the fhepherd's pleafure ; 

Love is all the damfePs care. 

How can they of humble ftation 

Vainly blame the powers above ? 
Or accule the difpenfation 

Which allows them all to love ? 

Love like air is widely given ; 

Power nor chance can thefe reftrain 5 
Trueft, nobleft gifts of heaven I 

Only pureft on the plain ! 
Peers can no fuch charms difcover, 
■ All in ftars and gaiters dreft, 
As, on Sundays, does the lover 

With his nofegay on his breaft. 
Pinks and rofes in profufion, 

Said to fade when Chloe's near j 
Fops may ufe the fame allufion j 

But the fliepherd is ilncere. 

Harlc 
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Hark to yonder milk-maid finging 

Chearly o^er the brimming pail 4 
Cowflips all around her fpringing 

Sweetly paint tlie golden vale. 
Never yet did courtly maiden 

Move fo fprightly, look fo fair.:j 
Never breaft with jewels laden 

Pour a ibng fo void of care. 
Would indulgent heaven had granted 

Me fome nural damfePs part ! 
All the empire I had wanted 

't'hen had been my fhepherd^s heart. 
Tlien, with him, o'er hills and mountains^ 

Free from fetters, might I rove : 
JFcarlefs tafte the cryftal fountains^ 

Peaceful fleep beneath, the grove. 
Kuflics had been more forgivingj 

Partial to my virgin bloom : 
None had.ejivy'd me when living; 

None had triumphM o'er my tomb.** 

ODE to i young L A D Y, 

Somewhat too felicitou« about her manner of 

expreffion. 

O U R V E Y, my fair J . that lucid ftrcanb 
*^ Adown the fmiling valley ftray.j 
Would ait attempt, or fancy dreamj 
To regulate, its winding way f 

So 
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Far in the winding vale retir'd. 

This peerlefs bud I found; 
And fhadowing rock and woods <onfpir'd 

To fence her beautie« round. 
That nature tin k> lone a dell 

Should form a nymph foiweet ; 
Or fortune to her fecret cell 

Condu6l my wandering feet ! 
Gay lordlings /ought her for their bride. 

But fhe would ne'er incline : 
*« Prove to your equals true, ftie cry'd. 

As I will prove to mine. 

'Tis Strephon, on the mountain's brow, 

Has won my right good will j 
To him I gave my plighted vow. 

With him I '11 climb the hill." 

Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 

I clafp'd the conftant fair 5 
To her alone I gave my youth. 

And vow my future care. 
And when this vow ihall faithlefs prov^ 
' Or I thofe cliarms forego ; 
The ftream thatXaw our tender love» 

That ftream ihall ceafe to flow. - 
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'k 

ODE to INDOLENCE. 1750. 
It 

A H ! why for ever on the wing 
^*' Periifts my wearied foul to roam > 
Why, ever cheated, ftrives to bring 
Or pleafure or contentment homef 

Thus the poor bird, that draws his name 

From paradife's hoppur'd groves, 
Carelefs fatigues his little frame 5 

Nor finds the refting-place he loves. 
Lo ! on the rural moffy bed 

IV^ limbs with carelefs eafe reclin'd j 
iVhJ*^ gentle floth ! indulgent fpread 

The fame foft bandage o'er my mind. 
For why fhould lingering thought invade, 

^ Yet every worldly profpeft cloy ? 
Lend me, foft (loth, thy friendly aid, 

And give me peace, debarred of joy. 
Lov'^il thou yon calm and (ilent flood. 

That never ebbs, that never flows 5 
Protefted by the circling wood 

From each tempelhious wind that blows ? 
An altar on its bank (hall rife, 

Where oft thy votary (hall be found ; 
What time pale autumn lulls the flues. 

And fickeaing verdure fades around. 

H Yc 
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Ye bufy race, ye factious train, 

That haunt ambiticni's guilty fhriilc j. 
No more perplex the world in vaii^- ^ 

But offer here your vows with mine- 
And thou, puifTant queen ! be kind : 

If e'er I fliarM thy balmy power j 
If e'er I fway'd my a6Uve mind 

To weave for thee the rural bower ^ 
Diflblve in deep each anxious care ; 

Each unavailing figH Kmove $ 
And only let me wake to fliare. 

The fwcets of friendftiip atid of love, 

ODE to HEALTH. if3o. 

w^ HEALTH, capricious maid ! 
^^ Why ddft'thdu'ihun fny* peaceful bower. 
Where I had hope to (hare thy power. 

And blefs thy lifting aid ? 

Since thou, alas! art flown. 
It 'vails not whether Mufe or Grace, 
With tempting fmife, frequent the place j 

I figh for thee alone. 

Age not forbids thy ftay ; 
Thou yettwight'ft a6t the friendly part ; 
Thou yetimfight'ft raife this tasiguid heart f 

WJiy i^p«ed fo ilviftaway ? 

Thoi 
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Thou fcorn'ft the city-air; 
I bi*eathe frdh gales o'er furcow'd grouady 
Yet haft not thou my wiihes crownM, 

falfe ! O partial fair ! 

1 plunge into the wave ; 

And though with pureft hand I raife 
A rural altar to thy praife. 

Thou wilt not deign to fave. 

Amid ray well-known grove. 
Where mineral fountains vainly bear 
Thy boafted name, and titles fair, , 

Why fcorns thy foot to rove ? 

Thou hear'ft the fportfman's claim j 
Enabling him, with idle noife. 
To drown the Mufe's melting voice, 

And fright the timorous game. 

Is thought thy foe ? adieu, 
Ye midnight lamps ! ye curious tomes t 
Mine eye o'er hills and valleys roams« 

And deals no more with you. 

Is it the clime you flee ? 
Yet, 'midft his unremitting fnows, 
The poor Laponian\ bofom glows ; 

And fhares bright rays from thee* 

There was, there was a time. 
When, though I fcorn'd thy gmardian care. 
Nor made a vow, nor faid a prayer, 

I did not i-ue the crime. 

H sT . . ..- V'/.Vvho 
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; 

Who then more bleft than I ? 
When the glad fchool-boy's taik was done, 
And forth, with jocund fprite, I run 

To freedom, and to joy ? 

How jovial then the day ! 
What fmce have all my labours found. 
Thus climbing life, to gaze around. 

That can thy lofs repay ? 

Wert thou, alas ! but kind, 
Methinks no frown that fortune wears. 
Nor lefTenM liopes, nor growing cares. 

Could fmk my chearful mind. 

Whatever my ftars include j 
What other breafts convert to pain, 
My towering mind fhall foon dildain. 

Should fcorn— Ingratitude! 

Repair this mouldering cell. 
And bleft with objefts found at home. 
And envying none their fairer dome. 

How pleased my foul fhould dwell ; 

Temperance fhould guard the doors ; 
From room to room fhould memory ftray. 
And ranging all in neat array. 

Enjoy her pleafmg ftores— 

There let tljem refl unknown. 
The types of many a pleafing fccnc : 
But to prefer\'e them bright or clean. 

Is thine^ fair Queen! alone. 
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To a LADY of QJJ A L I T Y •, 

Fitting up her Library. 1733. 

A H ! what is fcience, what is art, . 
"^^ Or what the pleafure thefe impart ? 
^ Ye trophies, which the leamM purfue 
Through endlefs fruitlefs toils,, adieu ! 

What can the tedious tomes beftow. 
To foothe the miferies they (hew ? 
Wliat, like the blifs for him decreed. 
Who tends his flock, and tunes his reed ! 
Say, wretched fancy ! thus refin'd 
From all that glads the iimpleft hind. 
How rare that objeft which fupplies 
■ A charm for too difcerning eyes ! 
The polilhM bard, of genius vain. 
Endures a deeper fenfe of pain : 
As eadi invading blaft devours 
The richeft fruits, the faireft flowers. 
Sages, with iikfome wafte of time, 
The ftcep afcent of knowledge climb j 
Then from the towering heights they fcalc. 
Behold contentment range— the vale. . 

Yet why, Afteria, tell us why 
We fcorn the crowd, when you are nigh j 
Why then does reafon feem fo fair. 
Why learning, then, deferve our care ? 

H 3 Who 

* Lady Luxborough, 
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Who can unpleasM your (helves behold. 
While you fo fair a proof unfold 
What force tlie brighteft genius draws 
From polifh'd wifdom's written laws ? 

Where are our humbler tenets flown ? 
What ftrange perfe^ion bids us own 
That blifs with toilfome fcience dwells. 
And happieft he, who moft excells i 

Upon a Visit to the fame, in Winter. 
1748. 

f^ N fair Afteria's blifsful plains, 
^^ Where ever-blooming fancy reigns, 
How pleas'd we pafs the winter's day 5 
And charm, the dull-ey'd fpleen away ! 

No linnet, from .tfie leaflefs bough, 
Pours forth her note melodious nowtf • 
But all admire Aftefia's tongue. 
Nor wifh the linnet's vernal fong. 
No flowers. emit tlieir tiantient rays s 
Yet fure Aileria's wit difplays 
More various tints, more glowing lines^ 
And with perennial beauty ihines. 

I'hough rifled groves and fetter'd ftreami 
But ill befriend a poet's dreams : 
Afteria's prefence wakes the lyre j 
And well lupplics poetic fire. 



Tl 
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The fields have loft %ir lov^y dye 5 

No chearfui az\ire decks the Qfy > 

Yet ftill we blei« the louring day j 

Afteria fmiles— and all is gay. 

Hence Jet the Wuie no more prefum^ 

To blame tjie winter's dreary gloomy 

Accufe his loitering hours no morej 

But ah I their envious hafte deplore ! 

Por foon, from wit and friendfhip's reign^ ,\ 

The focial hearth, the fprightly Vein, 

I go— to meet the comiifg year, 

On favage plains,' and deferts drear 1 

I go— to feed on pleafures flown. 

Nor find the ibring my lofs atone ! 

But "mifi the flowery fweets of May 

With' pride recal this winter's day, 

An Irregular ODE after Si ex nsss. 1749. 
»< -. Melius^ cum venerit ipfa, canemus," 

TOO long a ftranger to repoie* 
At length from pain's abhorred cowch I rofe^ 
And wander'd forth alone 4 
To court once more the balmy breeze. 
And catch the verdure of the trees. 
Ere yet tlieir charms w^re flown* 
^Twas from a bank with panfies gay 
I hail'd once more the chearful day, 

H 4. The 
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The fun's forgotten beams : 

fun ! how pleafing were diy rays. 
Reflected from ^ poHihM face 

Of yon refulgent ftreams ! 

Rais'd by the fcene^ my feeble tongue 

Eflay'd again the fweets of fong : 

And thus, in feeble ftrains and flow. 

The loitering numbers 'gan to flows. 

•*- <. 

<« Come, gentle air! my languid limbs reftore. 

And bid me welcome from tlie Stygian fhore : 

For furc I heard the tender iighs, 

1 feemM to join the plaintive cries 

Of haplefs youths, who through the myrtle grove 
Bewail for ever their unfinifh'd love ; 

To that unjoyous clime, ■*' 

Tom from the fight of theie ethcrial Quts ; 
DebaiT'd the luftre of their Delia's eyw | 

And banifli'd in their prime. 

Come, gentle air! and, while tlie thickets bloom > 
Convey the jalmine's breath divine j 

Convey the woodbine's rich perfume. 
Nor fpare the fweet-leaft eglantine. 

And may'ft thou (hun the rugged ftorm 
Till health her wonted charms explain. 
With rural pleafure in her train. 

To greet me in her faireft form. 
While from this lofty mount I view 
The Tons of earth, the vulgar crew, 

4 Anxious 
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Anxious for futile gains beneath me ftray, 
Andfeek with erring ftep contentment's obvious way* 
Come, gentle air ! and thou, celeftiai Mufe^ 

Thy genial flame infufe ; 
Enough to lend a peniire bofom aid. 
And gild retirement's gloomy fliade ; 
Esough to rear fuch ruftic lays 
As foes may flight, but partial friends will praile.** 

Tl^ gentle air allow'd my claim ; 
And, more to chear my drooping frame. 
She mixM the balm of opening flowers i 
Such as the bee, with chemic powers, 
From Hybla's fragrant hills inhales. 
Or fcents Sabea's blooming vales. 
But ah ! the nymphs that heal the penfive mind. 

By prefcripts more refinM, 
Negleft their votary's anxious moan : t ^ 

Oh, how fliould they relieve ?— the Mufes all were 
flown. ^ 

By flowery plain, or woodland {hades, 
I 'fondly fought the chaiming maldsi i 
By woodland ftiades, wr flowery plain, 
I fought them, faithlefsfoaids! InYainl 

When lo ! in happier hour, 
' I leave behind my native mead, , 
To range where zeal and friendfliip lead, 
To viijt Luxborough's honoured bower. 
Ah fooiifli man ! to feek the tunefuli^aids 
On other plains, or near Icfs verdant fliades ; 

^ Scarce 
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To a LADY, with fome coloured Patterns of 
Flowers, Odober 7, 1736. 

Mad am ! 

'Tp HOUGH rude the draughts, though artkfs feem 
-*• the lines. 
From one nnflcili'd in verfe, or in defigns ; 
Oft has good-nature been the fool's defence. 
Ami honeft meaning gilded want of fenfe. 

Fear not, thoughHowers and beauty grace my lay. 
To praife one fair, another fhall decay. 
No lily, bright with painted foliage, here. 
Shall only languifh, when Belinda's near ; 
A Fate reversed no fmiling rofe (hall know. 
Nor with reflected luftre doubly*low. 
Praifes which languifli when apply'd to you. 
Where flattering fchemet feem obyioufly true. 

Yet fure your fex is near to ftowers ally'd. 
Alike in fbftnefs, and alike in pride : 
Foes to retreat, and ever fond to ihine. 
Both ruih to danger, and the (hades decline ; 
Expos'd, the (hort-liv'd pageants of a day. 
To painted flies or glittering fops a prey : 
ChangM with each wind, nor one (hort day the fame. 
Each clouded (ky a(Fe€ls their tender frame. 
In glaring. Chloe^s man-like tafle and mien. 
Arc the grofs fplendors of the Tulip feen i 
Diftant tliey ftrike, inelegantly gay. 
To the near view no pleaflng charms difplay. 

To 
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To form the nymph, a vulgar wit muft join, 
As coarfcr foils will nioft the flower refine. 
Opheiia*8 l^auties let the Jafmine paint. 
Too faintly foft, too nicely elegant. 
Around with feeming fanftity endued, 
The Paflion-flower may beft expicfs the Prude. 
Like the gay Rofe, too rigid Silvia (hines. 
While, like it« guardian thorn, her virtue joins — 
Happy the nymph ! from all their failures free, 
Happy the nymph ! in whom their charms agree. 
Faint thefe produ6lions, till you bid difclofe, 
The Pink new fplendors, and frcfh tints the Rofc : 
And yet condemn not trivial draughts like thefe, 
Form'd to improve, and make ev*n trifles pleafe. 
A power like yours minuter beauties warms, 
And yet can blaft the moft afpiring charms : 
Thus, at the rays whence other obje^ls fhine. 
The taper fickens, and its flames decline. 
When by your art the purple Violet lives, 
And the pale Lily l^jrightlier charms receives : 
Garters to me Ihall glow inferior far. 
And with lefs pleafing luftre flilne the ftar. 

Let ferious triflers, fond of wealth or fame. 
On toils like thele beftow too foft a name ; 
Each gentler art with wife indifference view. 
And fcom one trifle, millions to purfuc i 
More artful I, their ipecious fchemes deride. 
Fond to pleafe you, by you in thefe employed 5 
A nobler tafk, or more fublime defire. 
Ambition ne'er could form, nor pride infpire : 

The 



,31.0 S H E N S T O N E ' S POEMS. 

The fweets of tranquil life and rural eafe 
Amufe fecurely, nor lefs juftly pleafe. 
Where gentle pleafure ihews her milder power. 
Or blooms in fruit, or fparkles in the flower ; 
Smiles in the groves, the raptur'd poet's theme 5 
Flows in the brook, his Naiad of the ftream ; 
Dawns, wi.th eapli h^pier ftroke the p^cii gives. 
And, in each livelier image, fmiling lives 5 
Is heard, when Silvia ftrikes the warbling firings, 
Selinda fpeaks, or Philomela fmgs : 
Breathes with the mom ; attends, propitious maid. 
The evening ramble, and the noon-day glade 5 
Some vifionary fair fhe cheats our view. 
Then only vigorous, when (he 's feen like you. 
Yet nature fome for fprightlier joys defignM, 
Por brighter fcenes, with nicer care, refinM. 
When the gay jewel radiant ftreams fupplies. 
And vivid brilliants meet your brighter eyes ; 
When drefs and pomp around the fancy play. 
By fortune's dazzling beauties borne away ; 
When theatres for you the icenes forego. 
And the box bows, obiequioufly low-: 
How dull the plan which indolence has drawn. 
The moffy grotto, or the flowery Jawn I 
Though rofeate fcents in ^very wind exhale, 
And fylvan warblers cliarm in every gale. 

Of thefe be her' s the choice,^ whon) all approve; 
And whom, but thofe who envy, all muft love : 
By nature modei'd^ by ^perience tauglit. 
To know and. pity. «feiy..fe^?Je f^ult; 

I * PleasM 
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i^leas'd ev'n to hear her fex's virtues (hewn, 
fVnd blind to nonc's perfeftions but her own : 
Wliilft, humble fair ! of thcfe too few (he knows, 
ifet owns too many for the world's repofe : 
From wit's wild petulance ferenely free, 
ifet bleft in all that nature can decree. 
Mot like a fire, which, whilft it burns, alamiK^ t 
A. modeft flame, that gently (hiiies and warms : 
Whofe mind, in eVery light, can charms difplay^ 
With wifdom ferious, and witli humour gay ; 
Juft as her eyes in each bright pofture warm> 
And fiercely ftrike, or languifhingly charm: 
Such are your honours— mentioned to your coft, 
Thofe ieaft can hear them, who defei*ve them moft t 
Yet ah ! forgive— the lefs inventive Mufe, 
If e'er Ihe fing, a copious theme muft chufe* 

Written in a Flower Book of my own Colourings 
defigned for Lady Pli mouth. 1753-4. 

** Debits nymphis opifex coronae." H »•■ 

T> R la G, Floara, bring thy treafures here, 
•*^ The pride of all the blooming year ; 
And let me, thence, a garland frame. 
To crown this fair, this pecrlefs dame ! 

But all ! fince envious winter lours. 
And Hewell meads refign their flowers. 
Let ait and friendlhip joint effay 
Diftifc their flowerets, in her way. 
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Not nature can herfelf prepare 
A worthy wreath for Lefta's hair, 
Whofe temper, like her forehead, fmooth, 
"Whofe thoughts and accents forni'd to foothe, 
Whofe pleaiing mien, and make refinM, 
Whofe artlefs breaft, and polifh'd mind. 
From all the nymphs of plain or grove, 
DefcrvM and won my Plymouth's love. 



ANACREONTIC. 1738. 

J'TplWAS in a cool Aonian glade, 

•*' The wanton Cupid, fpent witli toil. 
Had fought refreshment from tlie (hade 3 

And ftretch'd him on the moffy foil. 
1,^ A vagrant Mufe drew nigh, and found 

The fubtie traitor faft afleep j 
*■ ' • And is it thine to fnore profound, 
^. She faid, ^et leave the world to weep ? 

But hufli — from this aufpicious hour, 

The world, I ween, may reft in peace ; 
And, robb'd of darts, and ttript of power. 

Thy peevifh petulance decreafe. 
Sleep on, poor child ! whilft I withdraw. 

And this thy vile artillery hide- 
When the Caftalian fount ihe faw. 

And plungM his arrows in the jtide. 



Ths 
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That magic fount— Hl-judging maid ! 

Shall caufe you fbon to ctirfe the day 
You dar'd the /hafts of love invade; 

And gave his arms redoubled fway. 
For in a ftream fo wonderous clear. 

When angiy Cupid fearches round. 
Will not the radiant points appear ? 

Will not the furtive fpoils be found ? 
Too foon they were ; and every dart. 

Dipt in the Mufe's myftic fpring, 
Acquired new force to wound the heart; 

And taught at once to love and fing. 

Then farewel, ye Pierian quire ; 

For who will now your altars throng ? 
From love we learn to fwell the lyre ; 

And echo aiks no fweeter fong. 

ODE. Written 1739. 
** Urlt fpes anirai credula mutui." HoR. 

^»T1 WAS not by beauty's aid alone, 
•*■ That love ufurp'd his airy throne, 
His boafted power difplay'd : 

Tis kindnefs that fecures his aim, 

'Tis hope that feeds die kindling flame. 
Which beauty firft convey 'd. 

In Clara's eyes, the lightnings view 5 

Her lips with all the rofc's hue 

I Have 
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Have all its fweets combined j 
Yet vain the blufh, and faint the fire,. 
Till lips at once, and eyes confpire 

To prove the charmer kind— 

TJiough wit might gild the tempting fnarc^ 
With fofteft accent, fweeteft air, 

By envy's felf admir'd ; 
If Leibia's wit betray 'd her fcorn. 
In vain might every Grace adorn 

What every Mufe infpir'd. 

Thus airy S4:re}>}ion tun'd his lyre — 
He fcorn'd the pangs of wild deilre. 

Which love-fick fwains endure : 
Refolv'd to brave the keeneft dart ; 
Since frowns could never wound his heart j 

And fmiles— muft ever cure. 

But ah ! how falfe theie maxims prove, 
How frail fecurity from love. 

Experience hourly (hows ! 
Love can imagined fmiles fupply,. 
On every charming lip and eye 

Eternal fweets beftows. 
In vain we tnift the fair-one's eyes j 
In vain the fage explores the fkies. 

To learn from ftars his fate : 
Till, led by fancy wide aftray. 
He finds no planet mark his way ^ 

Convinced and wife— too late» 



A» 
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As partial to their words we prove ; 
Then boldly join the lifts of love. 

With towering hopes fupply^d : 
See heroes, taught by doubtful (hirines> 
Miftook their deity's defigns 5 ■ ... 

Then took the field-«-and dy'd« 

The dying K I D- 

** Optima quaeque dies raaferis mortalibus aevi 
" Prima fugit ^ ViEG^ 

j\ Tear bedews my Delia'^s eye, 
"^^ To think yon playful kid muft die ^ 
From cryftal fpring, and flowery mead, 
Muft, in his prime of life, recede 1 

Erewhile, in fportive circles round 
She faw "him wheel, and friflt, and bound j 
From rock to rock purfue his way. 
And, on the fearful margin, play. 

Pleas'd on his various freaks to dwell. 
She faw him climb my niftic cell j 
Thence eye my lawns with verdure bright. 
And feem all ravifti'd at the fight. 

She tells, with what delight he ftood. 
To trace his features in the flood : 
Then fltip'd aloof with quaint amaze 5^ 
And then drew near aga.in to gaze. 

I 2 She 
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She tells me how with eager fpeed 
' He flew, to hear rtiy vocal reed j 
And how with critic face profound. 
And ftedfaft ear, devoured the found* 
His every frolic, light as air, 
DefeFves the gentle Delia's care ; 
And tears bedew her tender eye. 
To think tlie playful kid mufl: die- 
But knows my Delia, timely wife, 
How foon this blaihelefs era flies ? 
While violence and crai^r fucceed j 
Unfair defign, and ruthlefs deed I 

Soon w0uld the vine his wounds deplore^ 
And yield her purple gifts no more 5 
Ah foon, erasM from every grotre 
Were Delia's name, and Strephon** love. 
No more thofe bowers might SUTpbon fe«y 
Where firft he fondly gaz'd on thee $ 
No more thofe beds of flowerets find, 
Which for thy charming brows he twin'd. 

j^ach wa}'ward paflion foon would tear 
His bofom, now fo void of care ; 
And, when they left his ebbing vein. 
What, but infipid age, .remain ? 
Then mourn not the decrees of fate^ 
That gave his life fo ihort a date ; 
And I will join tliy tendereft fighs, 
To think that youth fo fwiftly flies ! 

SONGS, 
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SONGS, 

Written chiefly between the Year 1737 mad 1742. 

S O M G I. 

T Told my nympk, I tpld her true, 
-■' My fields wene iinail, my flocks were few*} 
While faultering accents i^ke my fear. 
That Flavia might not prove fincere. 

Of crops deftroy'd by vema] cold. 
And vagrant fheep that left my fold 1 
Of thefe fhe heard, yet tore to hear j 
And is not Flavia then fmcere ? 
How changM by fortune's fickle wind. 
The friends I lovM became uokind, 
Sht heai'd, and fhed a generous tear } 
And is not Flavia then fincere ? 
How, if (he 4eign my love to blcjs, 
^y Flavia mull not hope for drefs ; 
Tills too Hie heard, and fmii'd to hettr^ 
And Flavia fure rauft be fincere. 
Go (hear your flo<rks, ye jovial fwains. 
Go reap the plenty of your plains 5 
Difpoird of all which you revere, 
I know ray Flavians love fincore. 

I 3 SONG 
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SONG n. TheLANDSKip, 

TT O W pleased within my nfative bowers 
*^ Ere while I pafsM the day » 
Was ever fcene fo deck*d with flowers f 

Were ever flowers fo gay f 
How fweetly fmiPd the hill, the vale. 

And all the landflup round ! 
ThcTiver gliding down the dale ! 

The hill with beeches crown'd ! 
But now, when urg'd by tender woes 

I fpeed to meet my dear. 
That hill and flream my zeal oppofe. 

And check, my fond career. 
Ko more, iince Daphne was my theme. 

Their wonted charms I fee : 
That verdant hill, and filver ftream. 

Divide my love and me* 

SONG III. 

XT' E gentle nymphs and generous dames, 

* That rule, o'er every Britiih mind 5 
-Be fure ye foothe their amorous flames. 

Be fure your laws are not unkind. 
For hard it is to wear th^ bloom 

In unremitting iighs away : 
To mourn tlie night's oppreflive globm^ 
And faintly blefs the jifin^ day. 



Ar 
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And cniel 'twere a free-bom fwain, 

A Britifli youth, (hould vainly moan j 
Who, fcomful of a tyrant's chain, ' 

-Submits to yours, and yours alone. 
>Ior pointed fpear, nor links of fteel, 

Could e'er tlioie, gallant minds iubdue^ 
Who beauty's wounds with pleafure feel, 
. And boaft the fetters wrought by you, 

SONG IV. TheSKY-LARM. 

g^ O, tuneful bird, that glad'iV the ikies, 
^^ To Daphne's window fpeed thy way i 
And there on quivering pinions riii;. 
And there thy vocal art dilplay. 

And if flie deign thy notes to hear. 

And if fhe praife thy matin fong. 
Tell her, the founds that foothe her ear. 

To Damon's native plains belong. 
Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd. 

The bird from Indian groves may fhine ;, 
But aflc the lovely partial maid. 

What are his notes compar'd to thine ? 
Then bid her treat yon witlefs beau 

And all his flaunting race with fcorn.; 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 

Who fings her praife, and fings forlorn. 

I 4- 6 t) N X:? 
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SONG V. 

** Ah ! ego non alker triftes eviBcere morbos 
** OptareiQy quam te fie qtioqne telle pntcm." 

/^ N every tree, in tittty plain, ^ 
^^ I tntct the Jdmi f^riitg in vain ! 
A fickly hngtior VtiU mine eyes. 
And fail my Meaning vigour flies. 
Nor flowery plain, nor budding tree. 
That fmile on other, fmile on me ; 
Mine eyes from death fliall court repofe,. 
Nor flied a tear before they clofe. 

What bUfs to me can feafons bring ? 
Or what the needlefs pride of fpring ? 
The cyprefs bough, that fuits the bier,- 
Retains its verdure all the year. 

'Tis true, my vine fo frefli and fair 
Might claim a while my wonted care j 
My rural ftore fome pleafure yield 5 
So white a flock, fo g r ee n a fleld ! 
My friends, that each in kindnefs vie^ 
Might well expeft one parting figh j 
Might well demand one tender tear j 
For when was Damon unfincere ? 
But ere I aflc once more to view 
Yon fetting fun his race renew. 
Inform me, fwains } my friends, declare, 

Will nitying Delia join the prayer ? 

SONG 
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SONG VI. 

The Attribate of V e n r s. 

xrE S ; Fulvia is like Venus fairj 
^ Has all her bloom, and fhape and air : 
But ftill, to perfect every grace. 
She wants —the fmile upon her face. 
The crown majeftic Juno wore j 
And Cynthia's brow the crefcent bore. 
An helmet marked Minerva's mien, 
But imiles diRinguiih'd beauty's queen. 
Her train was form'd of finiles and loves. 
Her chariot drawn by gentleft doves I 
And fVom her zone, the nymph may find, 
'Tis beauty's province to be kind. 

Then fmile, my fair ; and all whofe aim 
Afpires to paint the Cyprian dame, 
Or bid her breathe in living ftone, 
Shall take their forms from yon alone* 

SONG VII. 1744, 

'T* H E lovely Delia fmiks again ; 
'■' That killing frown has left her brow t 
Can fhe forgive my jealous pain, 
And give me back my tngry vow f 

lov« 
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Love is an April's doubtful clay : 

A while we fee the tempeft lower ^ 
Anon the radiant heaven furvey, 

And quite forget the flitting ihower. 
The flowers, that hung their languid head. 

Arc bumifli'd by the tranlient rains ; 
JThe vines their wonted tendrils fpread, 

And double verdure gilds tlie plains. 
The fprightly birds, that droopM no lefs 

Beneath the power of rain and wind, 
In every raptured note, exprefs 

The joy I feel— when thou art kind* 

S O N G VIII. 1742. 

WHEN bright Roxana treads the green. 
In all the pride of drefs and mien ; 
Averfe -to freedom, love, and play, 
The dazzling rival of the day : 
^one otjier beauty ftrikes mine eye, 
The lilies droop, the rofes die. 
But when, difclaiming art, the fair 
Afluraes a foft engaging air ; 
Mild as the opening mom of May, 
Familiar, friendly, free, ^md ;gay j 
The fcene improves, where'er (he goe«. 
More fweetly fmile the pink and ro(e« 
O lovely maid ! propitious hear, 
J^or decmihy ihepherd infincerc j 



J»i^ 
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Pity a wild illuiive flame. 
That Taries obje^ ftill the iame : 
And let their very changes prove 
The ncYcr-vary'd force of love. 

SONG IX. 1743. Valentine's Day, 

^'-p I S (aid that under diftant ikies, 

-■• Nor you the feft deny ; 
What firft attrafis an Indian^s eyes 

Becomes his deity. 
Perhaps a lily, or a rofe. 

That (hares the moming^s ray. 
May to the waking fwain difclofe 

The regent of the day. 
Perhaps a plant in yonder grove, 

EnrichM with fragrant power. 
May tempt his vagrant «yes to rove. 

Where blooms, the ibvereign flower. 

Perched on the cedar*s topmafl bough. 

And gay widi gilded wings, 
Perchance, the patron of his vow. 

Some artlefs linnet lings. 

The (wain furveys her pkasM, aAaid, 

Then low to earth lie bends j 
And owns, open her friendly aid. 

His health, his life, depends. 

Vain 
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Vain futile idols> bh'd or flower, 

To tempt a votary's prayer !— 
How would his humble homage tower. 

Should he behold my fair ! 
Yes— might the pagan's waking eyes. 

O'er Flavia's beauty range. 
He there would fix hiis lafting choice. 

Nor dare, nor wifti to change. 

SONG X. 1743. 

TH E fatal hours are wonderoiis near, 
That, from thefe foimtains, bear ray dear; 
A little fpace is givea j in vain : 
She robs my fight, and fhuns the plain, 
A little fpace, for me to prove 
My boundlefs Aame, my endlefs love | 
And, like the trai« of vulgar hours. 
Invidious time that fpace <kvours. 
IJear yonder beech is Delia's way. 
On that I gaze the livelong day ; 
No eaftern monarch's dauling pride 
:Shall draw my longing eyes afide. 
The chief that knows cf iiiccours nigh. 
And fees his mangled kgions die. 
Cads not a more impatient ghxnce. 
To fee the loitering aids advance* 
Not more, the fchool-boy that expires 
far from lus native home, requires 
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To fee fome friend'8 familiar face. 
Or meet a parent's laft embraces- 
She comes— but ah ! what crowds of beaux 
In radiant bands my fair enclofe! 
Oh I better hadft thou ihun'd the green. 
Oh, Delia ! better far unfcen. 
Methinks, by all my tender fears. 
By all my fighs, by all my tears, 
I might from torture now be free — 
'Tfs more than death to part from thee ! 

SONG XL 1744. 

pE R H A P S it is not love, £aid I, 

^ That melts my foul when Flavia 's nigb | 

Where wit and fenfe like lier's agree. 

One may be pleas'd, and yet be free. 

The beauties of her poliihM mind, ' 

It needs no lover's eye to find ; 

The hermit freezing in his cell, 

Might wiih the gentle Flavia well. 

It is not love— averfe to bear 
The fervile chain that lovers wear j 
I.et, let Bie all my fears remove. 
My doubts difpel— it is not love— 
Oh ! when did wit fo brightly fhine 
In any form lefs fair than thine ? 
It if —it IS love*8 fubtle fire, 

I mider friendihip lurks defire. 
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SONG Xir. 1744. 

/^ ' E R defert plains^ and rufhy meers,, 

^^ And withered heaths,. I rove j , 

Where tree, nor fpire, nor cot appears, 

I pafs to meet my love. 
Bet though my patli were damafk'd o'er 

With beauties e^r fo fine 5 
My bufy thoughts would fly before 

To fix alone — on thine. 
No fir-crownM hills could give delight 

No palace pleafe mine eye : 
No pyramid's aerial height. 

Where mouldering monarchs lie. 

Unraov'd, fhould Eaftern. kings advance j 

Could I the pageant fee : 
Splendour might catch one fcornful glance. 

Not fteal one thought from tliee. 

SONG XIII. The Scholar's Relapse. 

"D Y the fide of a grove, at the foot of a hill, 
•*-^ Where whifperM the beech, and where mur- 

murM the rill ; 
I vow'd to the Mufes my time and my care. 
Since neither could win me the fmiles of my fair. 
Freel rang d like the birds, like the birds free I fung. 
And Delia's lov'd name fcarce cfcap'd from my tongjic; 

But 
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But If once a irnooth accent delighted my eary 

I ihould Willi, unaware^ that my Delia might hear. 

With faireft ideas my bofom Iftor'd,. . 

Allufjve to none but the nymph I ador'd ! . 

And the more I with ftudy my fancy refin'd. 

The deeper impreffion fhe made on my mind. 

So long as of nature tlie charms I purfue, 

I ftill mult my ]>elia's dear iibage renew : -» 

The Graces have yielded with Delia to rove^ 

And the Mufes are all in alliance with Love* 

5 O N G XIV. The Rose-Buu. 

SEE, Daphne, fee> Fl^relio cry'd. 
And learn the fad efFcfts of pride^ 
Yon (heltpr'd rofe, how fafe concealed I 
How quickly blailed, when reveaPd!. 
The fun with warm attra^ive rays- • . 

Tempts it to wanton in the blaze t. 
A gale fucceeds from Eaftern ikies. 
And all its blufhing radiance dies. 
So you, my fair, of charms divine, 
Will quit tlie plains, too fond to fhine 
Where fame's tranlporting rays allure. 
Though here more happy, more fecure^ 
The breath of fome nfeglefled maid 
Shall make you figh you left the fhade : 
A breath to beauty's bloom. unkind, 

As, to the rofe, an Eaftern wind. 

The 
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The nymph reply'd —You firft, my fwain. 
Confine your fonnets to the plain ; 
One envious tongue alike difarms. 
You, of your wit, me, of my charms. 
What is, unknown, the poet's (kill ? 
Or wliat, unheard, the tuneful thrill ? 
What, unadmir'd, a charming mien. 
Or what the rofe's blufh, uniecn ? 



SONG XV. Winter. 1746. 

NO more, ye warbling birds, rejoice : 
Of all that chear'4 the plain, 
£cho alone preferves her voice. 
And fhe-*repeatfi my pain. 

Where'er my love-fick Hmbs I lay. 

To fhun the rcAiing wind. 
Its bufy murmurs ftems to fay, 

" She never wtJl be kind !" 

The Naiads, o'er their frozen urns. 

In icy chains repine 5 
And each in fullen fiknce mourns 

Her freedom loft, like mine ! 
.Soon will the fun's returning rays 

The chearlefs froft controul ; 
When will reWnting Delia cluife 

The winter of my foul ? 

I SONG 



O D E S, S O N G S, &c. 129 

SONG XVL Daphne's Visit. 

XT' E birds ! for whom I rearM the grove, 
* With mtlting lay falute my love ; 
My Daphne witli your notes detain : 
Or I have reared my grove in vain. 
Ye flowers! before her footfteps rife; 
Difplay at once your brighteH: dyes ; 
That (he your opening charms may fee : 
Or what were all your charms to me ? 
Kind Zephyr ! bi-ufh each fragrant flower. 
And flied its odours round my bower : 
Or never more, O gentle wind, 
Shall I, from thee, refrefhment find. ' 

Ye fti'eams ! if. e'er your banks I lovM, 
If e'er your native founds improvM, 
May each foft murmur footlie my fair I 
Or, oh ! 'twill deepen my defpair. 
And thou, my grot I whofe lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine furrounds. 
May Daphne praile thy peaceful gloom ! 
Or thou flialt prove her Damon's tomb. 

SONG XVn. Written in a CoUeaion of 
Bacchanalian Songs. 

ADIEU, ye jovial youths, who join 
•^^ To plunge old care in floods of wine j 
And, as your dazzled eye-balls roll, 
Di&em him ftruggling in the bowl. 
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Not yet is hope fo wholly flown. 
Not yet is thought fo tedious grown. 
But limpid ftreaqi and (hady tr^ 
Retain, as yet, fpme fweets for ^te. 

And fee throiigh yonder filent grove. 
See yonder does my Daphne rove 4 
With pride her footfteps I purfue. 
And bid your frantic joys adieiii 
The fole cpnfufion I admire. 
Is that my Paphne's eyes ialpire s 
I fcorn the i^adiiefs ypu appj^ve^ 
And value reafon next to love . 

SONG XVIH. 

TTT HEN bright Ophelia treads the green, 
^^ In all the pride of drefs and mien j 
Averfe to freedom, mirtli, and play. 
The lofty rival of the day ; 
Methinicsix) ray enchanted eye. 
The lilies droop, the rofes die. 

Fut when, difdainmg art, the fi^jr 
Affumes a foft, engaging air : 
Mild as t^e openii^g i|iom of M^yt 
And as jh^ feather'd warblers gay : 
The fcene improves where'er (he goes. 
More fweetly fmiles Ae pink and rofc, 

O 
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O lovely maid ! propitious hear, 
Hor tliiqk thy Damon infincere* 
Pity my wild delufive flame : 
For though the flowers are flill the fame. 
To me they languifli, or improve. 
And plainly tell me that I love* 

SONG XIX. Imitated from the Frenck, 

TT E S, thefe are the fcenes where with Iris I ftray*d 
'*• But (hort was her fway for fo lovely a maid ! 
In the bloom of her youth to a cloyfter (he run j 
In the bloom of her graces too fair for a nun I 
Ill-grounded, no doubt,^ a devotion muft prove 
So fatal to beaut^v, fo killing to love ! 

Yes, thefe are the meadows, the flirubs, and the plains 5 
Once the fcene of my pleafures, tlie fcene of my pains 5 
How many foft moments I ipent in this grove! 
How fair was my nymph ! and how fei*vent my love ! 
Be ftill though, my heart L-^hine emotion give o'er j 
Remember, the feafon of love is no more. 

With her how I ftray'd amid fountains and bowers, 
Or loiter' d behind and cpllefled the flowers ! 
Then breathleis with ardor my fair-one purfued, 
And to think wkh what kindnefs my garland flie viewM ! 
But be ftill, my fond heart I this emotion give o'er I 
Fain would ft thou forget thou muft love her no more. 

K a A P A- 
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A PARODY. 

TT7HEN firft. Philander, firft I came 

^ ^ Where Avon rolls his winding ftreani. 
The nym})hs —how brifk 1 the fwains— how gay ! 
To fee Afteria, Queen of May ! — 
The parfons round, her praifes fung ! 
The fteeples, with her praifes rung I — 
I thought — no fight, that e'er was feen. 
Could match the fight of B arel's -green ! — 

But now, fmce old Eugenio d^M— 
The chief of poets, and the pride—^ 
Now, meaner bards in vain afpire 
To raife their voice, to tune their lyre ! 
Their lovely feafon, now, is o'er ! 
Thy notes, Florelio, pleafe no mgre ! 
No more Afteria's fmiles are feen ! — 
Adieu !~tlie fweets of Barel's -green ! 

The halcyon. 

T T r H Y o'er tlie verdant banks of Ooze 

^ Does yonder halcyon fpeed fo faft ? 
'Tis all becaufe (he would not lofe 

Her favourite calm that will not laft. 
The fun witli azure paints the fkies. 

The ftream reffefts each flowery fpray : 
And frugal of her time (he flies 

To take her fill of love and play. 



Sec 
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See her, when rugged Boreas blows> 

Warm in fome rocky cell remain 5 
To feek for plealiire, well (he knows. 

Would only then enhance the pain. 
Dcfcend, flie cries, thou hated fhower, 

Deform my limpid waves to-day, 
For I have chofe a fairer hour 

To take my fill of love and play. 
You too, my Silvia, fure will own 

Life's azure fcafons fwiftly roll ; 
And when our youth or health is flown. 

To think of love but (hocks the foul. 
Could Damon but deferve thy charms. 

As thou art Damon's only theme 5 
He'd fiy as quick to Delia's arms. 

As yonder halcyon Ikims tlie ftream. 

O D E., 

Q O dear my Lucio is to me, 

*^ So well our minds and tempers blend 5 

That feafons may for ever flee. 

And ne'er divide me from my friend i 
But let the favour'd boy forbear 
To tempt with love my only fair, 

O Lycon, born when every Mufe, 

When every Grace benignant fmilM, 
With all a parent's breaft could chufe 

To blefs her lov'd, her only child ; 

K 3 'TIs 
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'Tis thine, fo richly gracM to prove 
More noble cares, than cares of love. 

Together we from eirly youth 

Have ti'od thfe ffowery tracks of time. 

Together mus'd in iearch of truth. 
O'er learned fage, or bard fublime j 

And well thy cultur'd breaft I know. 

What wonderous treafure it can (how. 

Come then, rttiimt thy charming lyre. 
And fmg fome patriot^s worth fublime, 

Whilft I in fields of foft defu-e 

Confume my fair and fruitlefs prime j 

Whofe reed afpires but to dilplay 
. The flame that burns me night and day. 

O come ! the diyads of the woods 
Shall daily foothe thy ifudious mind, 

The blue-ey'd nymphs of yonder floods 
Shall meet and court thee to be kind y 

And Fame fits liftening for thy lays 

To fwell her trump with Lucio's praifc. 

^ike me, the plover fondly tries 
To lure the fp6itfinen from her nfeflr, 

And fluttering oh with an:kious cries. 
Too plainly ih'ews her toirtur'd breaft : 

O let him, confcious of her care, 
Pity her pains, and learn to fpare« 



A PAS- 
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A PASTORAL ODE, 
To the Honourable Sir Richard LYftELt^N. 

TH £ morn difpensM a dubious light, 
A fullen mift had ftorn from fight 
Each pleafing vale and hill ; 
When Damon left his humble bowers. 
To guard his flocks, to fence his flowers. 
Or check his wandering rill. 

Though fchool'd from fortune^s paths to fiy. 
The fwain beneath each lowering Iky, 

Would oft his fate bemoan ; 
That he in fylvan fliades, forlorn ! 
Muft wafte his chearlefs ev*n and mom. 

Nor prais'd nor lovM, nor known. 

No friend to fame's obftrcperous noife. 
Yet to the whifpers of her voice. 

Soft murmuring, not a foe : 
The pleafures he through choice declinM, 
When gloomy fogs deprefs'd his mind. 

It griev'd him to forego. 

GrievM him to lurk the lakes befide. 
Where coots in rufliy dingles hide. 

And moorcocks (hun the day ^ 
While caitiff bitterns, undifmayM, 
Remark the fwain's familiar fliade, 

And fconi to quit their prey. 

K 4 But 
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But {e€, the radiant fun once more 
The brightening face of heaven rellore. 

And raife the^ doubtful dawn j 
And, more to gild his rural fphere> 
At once the brighteft train appear. 

That ever trod the lawn. 

Amazement chiird the fhepherd's frame. 
To think * Bridge water's honoured name 

Should grace his ruftic cell 5 
That ihe, on all whofe motions wait 
Diftin^don, titles, rank, and ftate. 

Should rove where ihepherds dwell. 

But true it is, the generous mind. 
By candour fway'd, by tafte refinM, 

Will nought but vice difdain ; 
Nor wilf the breaft where fancy glows 
Deem every flower a weed, that blows 

Amid the defart plain. 

Befeems it fuch, with honour crown' d, 
To deal its lucid beams around. 

Nor equal meed receive : 
At moft fuch garlands from the field. 
As cowflips, pinks, and panfies yield, 

And rural hands can weave. 

Yet ftrive, ye (hepherds, drive to find, 
And weave tlie faircfi of Uie kind, 



• The Duchefs, married to Sir R. Lyttelton. 
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The prime of all the fpring 5 
If haply thus yon lovely fair 
May round their temples deign to wear 

The trivial wreaths you bring. 

O how the peaceful halcyons play'd. 
Where'er the confcious lake betray 'd 

Athenians placid mien ; 
How did the fprightlier linnets throng. 
Where Paphia's charms requir'd the fong, 

'Mid hazel copfcs green j 

Lo, Dartmouth on thofe banks reclin'd. 
While bufy fancy calls to mind 

The glories of his line ; 
Methinks my cottage rears its head, 
Tl;e ruin'd walls of yonder (hed. 

As through enchantment, {hine. 

But who the nymph that guides their way ? 
Could ever nymph defcend to ftray 

From Hagley's fam'd retreat ? 
Elfe, by the blooming features fair. 
The faultlefs make, the matchlefs air, 

*Twere Cynthia's form compleat. 

So would fome tuberofe delight. 

That ftruck the pilgrim^s wondering fight 

'Mid lonely deiarts drear j 
All as at eve, the fovcrcign flower 
Difpenfes round its balmy power. 

And crowns the fragrant year. 
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Ah, now no more, the ihepherd cry'd, 
Muft I ambition^s charms deride^ 

Her fubtle force difown j 
No more of fawns or fairies dream^. 
While fancy, near each cryftal ftream. 

Shall paint thefe forms alone. 

By low-brow'd rock, or pathlefs m,eady 
I deemM that fplcndour ne'er fliould lead 

My dazzled eyes aftray j 
But who alas 1 will darecontend> 
If beauty add, or merit blend 

Its more illuftrious ray ? 

Nor is it long— O plaintive fw^dn ! 
Since Guemfey faw without difdain» 

Where, hid in woodlands green. 
The * partner of his earfy days. 
And once the rival of his praife. 

Had ftoPn through life unfeen. 

Scarce faded is the vernal flgwer, 
Since Stamford left his honourM bower 

To fmile familiar here: 
C formM by nature to diftlofc 
How fair that courtefy which flows 

From focial warmth £ncere. 

Nor yet have many mootis decayed. 
Since PoUio fought this lonely fliade^ 
Admii'^d this rural mAze : 

• They were ichool-fellows. 
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The nobleft bfeaft that virtue fires. 
The Graces love, the Mufe inQttits, 
Might pant for Pollio^s praifb. 

Say Thomfon here was known to reft. 
For him yon vernal feat I dreft. 

Ah, never to return ! 
In place of wit, and melting ftrains,. 
And focial mirth, it now remains 

To weep befide his iim. 

Come then, my Laelius, come once more. 
And fringe the melancholy fliore 

With rofes and with bays. 
While I each wayward fate accufe, 
That envy'd his impartial Mufe 

To ilng your early prai(e. 

While Philo, to whofe favourM fight. 
Antiquity, with full delight. 

Her inmoft wealth difplays ; 
Beneath yon ruins mouldtr'd wall 
Shall mufe, and with his friend recal 1 

The pomp of ancient days. 

Here too fhall Conway's name appear^ 
He praisM the ftream fo lovely clear, 

That fliontj thte re^s iilAohg 5 
Yet cleamefs could it not difciofe. 
To match the rhetoric thlt flb^ 

From Conway's poHih^ tongub. 

£v*ii 
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Ev'n Pitt, whofe fervent periods roll 
Refiftlefs ! through the kindling ibul 

Of fenates, councils, kings ! 
Though formM for courts, vouchfaPd to rove 
Inglorious, through the (hephcrd's grove. 

And ope his bafhful fprings. 
But what can courts difcovcr more. 
Then thefe rude haunts have feen before. 

Each fount and fliady tree ? 
Have not thefe trees and fountains feen 
' The pride of courts, the winning mien 

Of peerlefs Aylefbury ? 

And Grenville, flie whofe radiant eyes 
Have marked by flow gradation rife 

The princely piles of Stow j 
Yet prais'd thefe unembellifh'd woods, 
And fmird to fee the babbling floods 

Through felf-worn mazes flow. 

Say Dartmouth, who your banks admir'd. 
Again beneath your caves retired. 

Shall grace the penflve (hade $ 
With all the bloom, with all the truth. 
With all the fprightlinefs of youth. 

By cool refle6Hon fway'd ? 
Brave, yet humane, fliall Smith appear> 
Ye failors, though his name be dear, 

Think him not yours alone : 
Grant him in other fpheres to charm^ 
The fliepherds' breafts though mild are warm> 

And ours are all his own. 
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O Lyttelton ! my Jionour'd gvit^, 
Could I defcribc thy generous breaft. 

Thy firip, yet polifhM mind ; 
How public love adorns thy name. 
How fortune too conlpircs with fame; 

The long fhould pleafe mankind. 

VERSES written towards the Clofc of the 
Year 1748, to William Lyttelton, Efq; 

TT O W blitiiely pafsM the fummer's day I 
'*■ '*■ How bright was every flower ! 
While friends arrival, in circles gay, 

To vifit Damon's bower ! 
But now, wltli filent ftep, I range 

Along fome lonely fliore ; 
And Damon's bower, alas the change ! 

Is gay with friends no more. 
Away to crowds and cities borne 

In queft of joy they fteer; 
Whillt I, alas ! am left forlorn, 

/To weep the parting year ! 
O penfive Autumn ! how I grieve 

Thy forrowing face to fee ! 
When languid funs are taking leave 

Of every drooping tree. 
Ah let me not, with heavy eye. 

This dying fcene liirvey ! 
Hifte, Winter, hafte ; ufurp the flcy ; 

Ccmpleat my bower's decay. . 

4 III 
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111 can I bear the motley caft 

Yon fickening leaves retain ; 
That fpeak at once of pleafure paft| 

And bode approaching pain. 

At home unblefl, I gaze around. 

My diftant fcenes require; 
Where all in murky vapours drownM 

Are hamlet, hill, and fpire« 
Though Thomfon, Xweet defcrij>tive bard i 

Infpiring Autumn fu^g j 
Yet how ihould we the months regard. 

That ftopp'd his flowing tongue ? 
Ah lucklefs months^ of all the reft. 

To whofe hard Iha^e it fell ! 
For fure he was the gentleft Jureaft 

That ever fung fo well. 

And fee, the fwaljows now difown 

The roofs they lov'd before j 
Each, like his tuneful genius, flown 

1*0 glad fome happier /hore. 
The wood-nymph eyes, with pale affrighit. 

The fportfman's frantic d?ed ; 
While hounds and horns and yells uni^ 

To drown the Mufe's reed. 

Ye fields with blighted ^b^kge brown, 
' Ye ikies jio longjp^ "blue ! 

Too much we feel frgm fgrt^e's frow3i> 
To bear tb.ef^,fr9\y9^ fr<^ ywi* 

3 W 
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Where is the mead^s unfuUied green ? 

The zephyr's balmy gale ? 
,And where fweet friend(hip*s cordial |iiien« 

That brightenM. every vale ? 
What though the vine difclofe her dyes. 

And boaft her purple ftore ; 
^ot all the vineyard's rich iiipplies 

Can foothe our forrows more. 

Jle ! he is gone, whofe moral ftrain 

Could wit and mirth refine ; 
Jle ! he is gone, whofe focial vein 

SurpafsM the power of wine. 
Faft by the ftreams he deign'd to praife. 

In yon fequefter'd grove. 
To him a votive urn I raife j 

To him, and friendly love. 

Yes there, my friend * forlorn and fad, 

I grave your Thomfon's name ; 
And there, his lyre j which fate forbad 

To found your growing fame. 

There ihall my plaintive fong recount 

Dark themes of. hopelefs woe j 
And fafter than the dropping fount, 

I '11 teach mine eyes to flow. 

There leaves, in fpite of Autumn grcen^ 

Shall /hade the hallowM ground ; 
And Spring will there again be feen. 

To call forth flowers around. 

But 
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But no kind funs will bid me (hare, 

Once more, his focial hour j 
Ah Spring ! thou never canft repair 

This lol's, to Damon's bovver. 



LOVE AND MUSIC. 
Written at Oxford, when young. 

O H A L L Love alone for ever claim 
*^ An univerfal right to fame, 

An imdifputed fway ? 
Or has not Mufic equal charms, . 
To fill the breaft with ftrange alarms. 

And make tlie world obey ? 

The Thracian Bard, as Poets tell. 
Could mitigate the Powers of hellj 
Ev'n Pluto's nicer ear : 

His arts, no more than Love's, we find 

To deities or men confin'd, 
Drew brutes in crouds to hear. 

Whatever favourite paffion reign'd. 
The Poet ftill his right maintain'd 

O'er all that rang'd the plain : 
The fiercer tyrants could aflwage. 
Or fire the timorous into rage, 

Wiiene'er he chang'd the ftrain. 

In milder lays th& Bard began | 
Soft notes through every finger ran, 
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And echoing charmM the place : 
Sec ! fawning lions gaze around, 
Andy taught to quit their favage foundj 

Afllime a gentler grace. 

When Cymon view'd the fair-one*s charms. 
Her rubydips, and fhowy arms. 

And told her beauties o'er: 
When love reformed his awkward tone, 
And made each clownifli gefturc known. 

It flicwM but eqpal power. 

The Bard now tries a fprightlier found. 
When all the feather'd race around 

Perceive the varied ihains j 
The fearing lark the note purfues ; 
The timorous dove around him cooes. 

And Philomel complains. 

An equal power of Love I 've feen 
Incite the deer to fcour the green. 

And chace his barking foe. 
Sometimes has Love, with greater might. 
To challenge — nay— fometimes— to fight 

ProvokM th' enaraour'd beau. 
When Silvia treads the fmiling plain. 
How glows the heart of every fwain. 

By pleafing tumults toft ! 
When Handel's folemn accents roll. 
Each breaft is firM, eachraptur'd foul • 

In fweet confufion loft. 
If ftie her melting glances dart. 
Or he his dying airs impart, 

L ^^'^ 
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Our fpirits fink away. 
Enough) enough \ dear njrmph, give o>r } 
And thou, great artift ! urge no more 

Thy unrcfifted fway. 
Thust love or found affefts the minid : 
But when their various powers are join'd. 

Fly, daring mortal, fly ! 
For when Selinda's charms appear. 
And I her tuneful accents hear— 

I burn, I faint, I die ! 

COMPARISON. 

^'Tp I S by comparifon we know 

•^^ On every obje^ tg beftow 

Jts proper fliare of praife : 
Did each a like perfeftion bear, 
What beauty, though divinely fair. 

Could admiration raife ? 
Aniidft the lucid bands of night. 
See ! Hefperus, fcrenely bright. 

Adorns the diftant (kies : 
But languifhcs amidft the blaze 
Of fprightly Sol's meridian rays,-* 

Or Silvia's brighter eyes. 
Whene'er the nightingale complaiDt^ 
I like the melancholy ftrains. 

And praife the tuneful bird : 

But vainly might (he ibraia her throat, 

Vamly exalt each f>yeUing »otC> 

Should Silvia's voice be hfiac^* 

4. Whca 
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"When, on the violet's purple bed^ 
lupine I reft my weary head. 

The fragrant pillow charms : 
Yet foon fuch languid blifs I 'd fly. 
Would Silvia but the lofs fupply. 

And take me to her aims. 

The alabafter's wonderous white. 
The maible's polifh ftrikes my fight, 

Wh<?n Silvia is not feen : 
JBut ah ! how 'faint that white is grown^ 
How rough appears the poliih'd ftone, 

Conipar'd with Silvia's mien ! 
The rofe, that o'er the Cyprian plains. 
With flowers enamePd, blooming reigns. 

With undifputed power, 
Plac'd near her cheek's celeftial red, 
.(Its purple loft, its luftre fled,) 

Delights the fenfe no more. 

ODE TO CYNTHIA, 
On the approach of Spring, 

"VT O W in the cowflip's devTy cell 
•**^ The fairies make their bed. 
They hover round the cryftal well. 

The turf in circles tread. 
The lovely linnet now her fong 

Tunes fweeteft in the wood j 
The twittering fwallow ikirtis along 

The azure liquid flood. 
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The morning breeze wafts Flora's kifs 

In fragrance to the fenfe ; 
The happy ihepherd feels thc»blifs. 

And ihe takes no offence. 
But not the linnet's fweeteft fong 

That ever filJ'd the wood 5 
Or twittering fwallow that along 

The azure liquid flood 

Skims 'fwiftly, harbinger of fpring. 

Or morning's fweeteft breath. 
Or Flora's kifs, to me can bring 

A remedy for death. 
For death— what do I fay ? Yes, death 

Muft furely end my days, 
If cruel Cynthia flights my faith. 

And will not hear my lays. 

No more with feftive garlands bound, 

I at the wake (hall be ; 
No more my feet fliall prefs the ground 

In dance with wonted glee^ 

No more my little flock I '11 keep, * 

To fome dark cave I '11 fly j 
I 've nothing now to do but weep. 

To mourn my fate, and figh. 
Ah ! Cynthia, thy Damon's cries 

Are heard at dead of night ; 
But they, alas ! are doom'd to rife 

Like fmoke upon the flght. 



Th< 
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They rife in vain, ah me I in vain 

Are fcatterM in the wind j 
Cynthia does not know the pain 

That rankles in my mind. 
If fleep perhaps my eye-lids clofe, 

'Tis but to dream of you i 
A while I ceafe to feel my woes. 

Nay, think I 'm happy too. 
I think I prefs with kiffes pure. 

Your lovely rofy lips j 
And you 're my bride, I think I 'm fure. 

Till gold the mountain tips. 
When wak'd, aghaft I look around. 

And find my charmer flown i 
Then bleeds afreih my galling wound. 

While I am left alone. 
Take pity then, O gentleft maid I 

On thy poor Damon*s heart : 
Remember what I Ve often faid, 

'Tis you can cure my (mart. 

JEMMY DAWSON. A Ballap ; 

Written about the Time of his Execution, in 

the Year 1745. 

A^ O M E liften to my mournful tale, 
^ Ye tender hearts and lovers dearj 
Nor will you fcom to heave a figh. 
Nor need you blufh to ihed a tear. 

L 3 ^^^ 
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And thou, dear Kitlyy peerlefs maid. 

Do thou a peniive ear incline i 
For thou canft weep at every woe ; 

And pity every plaint— but mine, 
Voung Dawibn was a gallant boy, 

A brighter never trod the plain ; 
And well he lovM one charming maid^ 

And dearly was he lov'd again. 

One tender maid, ihe lovM him dear. 
Of gentle blood the damfel came y 

And fauhlefs was her beauteous form. 
And fpotlefs was her virgin fame. ^ 

But curfe on party*s hateful ftrife. 

That led the favoured youth aftray f 
The day the rebel clans appear^, 

O had he never feen that day ! 
Their colours arid their (afli he wore. 

And in the fatal drefs was found } 
And now he muft that death endure. 

Which gives the brave the keeneft wound.. 
HoY^ pale was then his true-lovers cheek. 

When Jemmy's fentence reachM her car ^ 
For never yet did Alpine fnows 

So pale, or yet fo chill appesur. 
With faultering voicci fhe weeping iaid^i 

Oh Dawfon, monarch of my lieartj 
Think not thy death fhall end our Ipves, 

For thou and I will never part. 



Yet 
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Yet might fwcet mercy find a place. 

And bring relief to Jemmy's woe* } 
O George, without a prayer for thee. 

My orizons ihould never clofe. 
The gracious prince that gave him life. 

Would crown a never-dying flame | 
And every tender babe I bore 

Should learn to lifp the giver*8 name. 

But though he ihould be draggM in fcorn 

To yonder ignominious tree j 
He fhall not want one conilant friend 

To fhare the cruel fates' decree, 
O then her mourning-coach was calPd, 

The fledge movM flowly on befoi-e 5 
Though borne in a triumphal car. 

She had not lov'd her favourite more. 

She followed him, prepared to view 

The terrible behefts of law 5 
And the laft fcene of Jemmy's woe<, 

With calm and ftedfaft eye flie faw. 

Piftorted was that blooming face. 

Which flie had fondly lov'd fo long 5 
And ftifled was that tuneful breath. 

Which in her praifc had fweetly fung* 

And fever'd was that beauteous neck. 

Round which her arms had fondly clo6'd j 

And mangled was tliat beauteous breaft. 
On which her love-fick head repos'd f 

L 4 And 
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When forc'd the fair nympli to forego. 

What anguifti I felt at my heart I 
Yet I thought — but it might not be fo— 

*Twas with pain that fiie faw me depart* 
She gazM, as Iflowly withdrew; 

My path I could hardly difcem j 
So fweetly fhe bade me adieu, 

I thought that (he bade me return. 

The Pilgrim that journeys all day 

To vifk fbme far-diftant flirine. 
If he bear but a relique away. 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair. 

Where my vows, my devotion, I owe, 
* Soft hope is the relique I bear. 

And my folace wherever I go, 

II; HOPE. 

li/f Y banks tliey are furnifiiM with bee«, 
±y± Whofe murmur invites one to fleep ; 
My grottos are (haded with trees. 

And my hills are white over with fheep. 
I feldom have met with a lofs. 

Such health do my fountains beftow ; 
My fountains all borderM with mofs. 

Where the harc-bclls and violets grow. 
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Not a pine in my grore is there feen. 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bound i 
Not a beech's more beautiful green. 

But a fweet-briar entwines it around. 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year,. 

More charms than my cattle unfold j 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear. 

But it glitters with fi/hes of gold. 

One would think (he might like to retire: 

To the bower I have laboured to rear j. 
Not a flirub that I heard her admire. 

But I hailed and planted it there. 
O how fudden the jeflamine ftrove 

With the lilac to render it gay ! 
Already it calls for my love, I 

To priinc the wild bi*anches away^ 

From the plains^ from the woodlands and grove^ 

What ft rains of wild melody flow ! 
How the nightingales warble their loves 

From thickets of rofes that blow ! 
And when her bright form fhall appear. 

Each bird ihall harraonioufly join 
In a concert fo foft and fo clear. 

As— ihe may not be fond to refign. 

I have found out a gift for my fair } 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed t 

But let me that plunder forbear. 
She will fay ^twas a barbarous df«df 

For 
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For he ne^cr could be trae, ilie averM, 
Who oonld rob a poor bird of its young : 

And I lov^d her die more when I heard 
Such tendemefs fall £rom her tongue. 

I have heard her with fweetnefs unfold 

How that pitj was due to—a dove s 
That it ever attended the bold $ 

And (he calPd it the (Ifter of love. 
But her words fuch a pleafure convey. 

So much I her accents adore. 
Let her fpeak, and whatever ihe fay, 

Methinks I fhould love her the more. 

Can a bofom fo gentle remain 

Unmov'd, when her Corydon fighs ! 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 

Thefe plains and this valley defpife ? 
0ear regions of filence and fhade ! 

Soft fcenes of contentment and eafe ! 
Where I could have pleafmgly ftray'd, 

If aught, in her abfence, could please. 

But where does my Phyllida ftray ? 

And where are her grots and her bowers ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 

And the (h'epherds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair. 

And the face of the valleys as fine ; 
The fwains may in manners compare, 

But their love is not equal to mine. 
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III. SOLICITUDE. . 

WH Y will you my paflion reprove ? 
Why term it a folly to gi'ieve ? 
Ere I fliew you the charms of my love. 

She is fairer than you can believe. 
With her mien (he enamours the brave j 

With her wit (he engages the free ; 
With her modefty pleafes the grave ; 
She is every way pleafmg to me. 

you that have been of her train, 

'■ Come and join in my amorous lays 3 

1 could lay down my life for the fwain. 

That will fing but a fong in her praife. 
When he fings, may the nymphs of the town 

Come trooping, and liften the while ; 
Nay on him let not Phyllida frown 5 

— But I cannot allow her to fmile. 

For when Paridel tries in the dance 

Any favour with Phyllis to find, 
O how, with one trivial glance, 

Might (he ruin the peace of my mind • 
In ringlets he drefTes his hair. 

And his crook is beftudded around ; 
And his pipe— oh my Phillis beware 

Of a raagic there is in the found. 
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■^Tis his with mock paflion to glow ; 

'Tis his in finooth tales to unfold, 
• ** How her face is as bright as the.fnow. 

And herbofom, be fure, is as cold. 
How the nightingales labour the ftrain. 

With the notes ^f his charmer to vie^ 
.tflow they vary their accents in vain, 

Repine at her triumphs, and die." 

To the grove or the garden he (bays. 

And pillages every fweet ; 
Then, fuiting the wreath to his lays 

He tlurows it at Phyllis's feet. 
■** O Phyllis, he wliifpers, more fair. 

More fweet than the jeiTamine's flowerl 
'What are pinks in a morn^ to compared 

What is eglantine, after a fhower ? 

Then the lily no longer is white ; 

Then the rofe is depriv'd of its bloom ; 
• Then the violets die with defpight. 

And the wood -bines give up their perfume.'' 
Thus glide the foft numbers along, 

And he fancies no ihepherd his peer; 
—Yet I never fhould envy the (bug, 

Were not Phyllis to lend it an ear. 

Let his crook be with hyacinths bound. 

So Phyllis the trophy defpife : 
Xet his forehead with bttrels he ctowtCd', 

So they fhine not in Phyllis's eyes. 



The 
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The language that flows from the heart 

Is a ftranger to Pariders tongue 5 
•-Yet may fhe beware of his arT, 

Or fure I inuft envy the fong, 

IV. DISAPPOINTMENT. 

\T E fliepherds, give ear to my lay, 
* And take no more heed of my (heep ; 
They have nothing to do but to ftray j 

I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove ; 

She was fair — and my paflion begun j 
She fmird — and I could not but love j 

She is faithlefs— -and I am undone* 

Perhaps I was void of all thought : 

Perhaps it was plain to forefee. 
That a nymph fo compleat would be fought 

By a fvvain more engaging than me. 
Ah ! love every hope can infpire 5 

It banifaes wifdom the while ; 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 

Seems for ever adornM with a fniile* 

She is faithlefs, and I am undone $ 

Ye that witnefs the woes I endure j 
Let reafon inftruft you to (hun 

What it cannot inibiift you to cure, 

Bfeware 
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Beware how you loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree : 

It is not for me to explain 
How fair, and how fickle, tliey be. 

Alas ! from the day that we met, 

What .hope of an end to my woes ? 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance tliat undid my repofe. 
Yet time may diminiih the pain : 

The flower, and the fhrub, and tlie tree. 
Which I rear'd for her pleafure in vain. 

In time may 'have comfort for me. 

The fwects of a dew-fprinkled rofe. 

The found of a murmuring dream, 
The peace which from folitude flows, 

Henceforth fhall be Corydon's theme. 
High tranfports are fliewn to the fight. 

But we are not to find them our own i 
Fate never beftow'd fuch delight. 

As I with my Phyllis had known. 

ye woods, fpread your branches apacej 
To your deepeft recefles I fly j 

1 would hide with the beafts of the chace | 
I would vanifli from every eye. 

Yet my reed fliall refoimd through the gt'ove 
With the fame fad complaint it begun $ 

How flie fmilM, and I jcould not but love ; 
Was faithlefsi and 1 ^oa -vxcLdoxL^ I 
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O R 
PIECES OF HUMOUR, 

FLIRT and PHIL; 
A Dedfion for the L a d i e 8« 

A Wit, by learning well refiu'd, 
■^^ A beau, but of the rural kind^ 
To Sylvia made pretences } 
They both profefs'd an equal love j 
Yet hop'd, by different means to move 
Her judgment, or her fenfes. 

Young fprightly Flirt, of blooming mien^ 
Watch'd the beft minutes to be feen j 

Went— when his glafs advis'd him : 
While meagre Phil of books enquired $ 
A wight, for wit and parts admir'd j 

And witty ladies priz'd him. 

Silvia had wit, had fpirits too j 
To hear the one, the other view, 

Sufpended held the fcales : 
Her wit, her youth too, claimM its (hare, 
Xet none the preference declare, 

JBut turn up— beads or tails* 
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Stands AS to the Memory of an agreeable I 
buried in Marriage to a Perfon nndeferving 

J'T^WAS always held, and ever will, 
-■* . By. fage mankind, difcreeter, 

yT" anticipate a lefler ill. 
Than undergo a greater. 

When mortals dread difeafes, pain^ 

And'languifhing conditions,; 
Who don't the lefler ills fuftain 

Of phyfic and— phyficians ? 
.Rather thsm lofe his whole eftate. 

He that but little wife is, 
•Full gladly pays four parts in eight 

To taxes and excifes. 

Our merchants Spain has near undone 

For loft fhips notrequiting : 
This bears our noble king, to ihun 

The lofs of blood— in fighting! 

With numerous ills, in fingle life. 

The bachelor's attended : 
Such to avoid, he takes a wife«— 

And much^the cafe is mended! 

poor Gratia in her twentieth year. 

Fore-feeing future yrot^ 
Chofe to attend a monkey here,. 

Before an ape below. 
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C O L E M I R A. 

A Culinary Eclogue. 
** Nee tantum Veneris, quantum ftudiofa culin«."* 

TWTlGHT'S fable clouds had half the globe o'erfpread, 
-^^ And filence reign'd, and folks were gone to bed : 
When love, which gentle deep can ne'er infpire. 
Had feated Damon by the kitchen fire. 

Pcnilve he lay, extended on the ground j 
The little lares kept their vigils round ; 
The fav/ning cats companionate his cafe, 
And purr around, and gently lick liis face : 

To all his plaints the fleeping curs reply. 
And with hoarfe fnorings imitate a figh. 
Such gloomy fcenes with lovers' minds agree. 
And folitude to them is beft fociety. 

Could I (he cry'd) exprefs, how bright a grace 
Adorns thy morning hands, and well-wafti'd face 5 
Thou wouldft, Colemira, grant vvhat I implore. 
And yield me love, or wafh thy face no more. 

Ah ! who can fee, and feeing not admire, 
Whene'er (lie fets the pot upon the fire ! 
Her hands out-(hine the fire, and redder things j 
Her eyes are blacker than the pots fhe brings. 

But fure no chamber-damfel can compare, 
When in meridian luftre ihines my fair, 

M 1 ^^^rwfc». 
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When waiTa'd with dinner's toil, in pearly rilU^ 
Adown her goodly cheek the fweat diftills. 

Oh! how I long, how ardently. defire, 
To view thofe.rofy fingers ftrike the lyre ! 
yor late, when bees to change their climes begai\, 
.How did I. fee tiiem thrum the frying-pan I 

With her! I fhould not envy George his queen^ 
Though Ihe in royal grandeur decked be feen : 
Whilft rags, juft fever\i from my/air-one's gown. 
In rufTet pomp and greafy pride hang down. 

Ah ! now it does my drooping heart rejoice. 
When in the hall I hear thy mellow voice ! 
How would that voice exceed the village bell ; 
Would that but fing, " I like thee pafling well !*• 

When from the heart flie bade the pointers go, 
JHow foft ! how eafy did her accents flow ! 
« Get. out, fhe cry'd, when flrangers come to fup, 
'« One jie'er can raife thofe fnoring devils up.'* 

Then, full of wi-ath, fhe kick'd each lazy brute, 
Alas ! I envyM even that falute : 
'Twas fure raifplac'd, — Shock faid, or fecm'd to fay. 
He had as lief, I had the kick, as they. 

If :ihe the myftic bellows take in hand. 
Who like the fair can that machine command ? 
O may'ft thou ne'er by Eolus be feen. 
For he wou'd fure dem^d thee for his queeiu 

Eut 



LEVITIES. 165: 

But fliould the flame this rougher aid refufe, 
And only gentler medicines be of ufe j 
With full-blown cheeks fhe ends the doubtful ftrife,- 
Foments the infant flame, and pufls it into life. 

Such arts as thefe, exalt the drooping fire,' 
But in my breaft a fiercer flame infpire : 
I bum ! I burn ! O ! give thy puffing o'er ; '. 
And (well thy cheeks, and pout thy lips, no more ! 

With all her haughty looks> the time Fve feen. 
When this proud damfel has more humble been. 
When with nice airs flie hoifl: the pan -cake round. 
And dropt it, haplefs* fair ! • upon the ground. 

Look, with wliatchai-minggrace! what winning tri cks ! 
The artful charmer rubs the candlefticks ! 
So bright fhe makes the candlefticks fhe handles, 
eft have I faid,— there were no need of' candles. 

But thou my fair ! who never wouldft approve. 
Or hear the tender ft:ory of my love j: 
Or mind, how butns my raging breaft,— a button-**' 
Perhaps art dreaming of— a breafl of mutton. 

Thus faid, and wept the fad defponding fwain,- 
Revealing to the fable walls his pain : 
But nymphs are free with thofe tl«y fh'ould deny ; 
To thdfe, they love, more exquifitely coy ! 

Now chirping crickets raife their tinkling voice. 
The lambent flames in languid flreams arife. 
And fizioke in azure folds eva^oc^Xi^ "acsv^ ^vt<^« 

M ^ "^"^ 
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The Rape of the T r a p. 
A Ballad, 1737. 

5^-pWAS in a land of learning, 

-*• The mufes favourite city, 
Such pranks of late 
Were play'd by a rat. 

As — tempt one to be witty. 

All in a college ftudy, 

Where books were in great plenty ; 
This rat would devour 
More fenfe in an hour. 

Than I cou'd write — in twenty. 

Coqioreal food, 'tis granted. 

Serves vermin lefs refined. Sir; 
But this, a rat of tafte, 
All other rats furpafsM ; 

And he prey'd on the food of the mind, Sirj 

His breakfaft, half tlie morning. 

He conJiantly attended; 
And when the bell rung 
For evening fong, 

His dinner fcarce was ended ! 
He fpar'd not ev'n heroics, 

On which we poets pride us 5 
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And wouM make no more 

Of king Arthur's*, by the fcore,. 

Than all the world befide does. 
In books of geo-graphy. 

He made the maps to flutter : 
A river or a fea 
Was to him a difli of tea ; 

And a kingdoraj bread and butter. 
But if fome mawkifti potion 

Might chance to over-dofe him>. 
To check its rage, 
He took a page 

Of logic — to compofe him— 
A tmp, in hafte and anger. 

Was bought, you need^not doubt on'tj: 
And, fuch was the gin^ 
Where a lion once got in. 

He could not, I think, get out on't. 

With cheefe, not books> 'twas baited,. 

The faa I'll not belye it — 
Since none— I'll tell you that— 
Whether fcholar or rat 

Mind booksy when he has other diet. 
But moi-e of trap and bait. Sir,. 

Why (hould I fmg, or either f 

M 4. Sincv- 
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Since the rat, who knew the flight. 
Came in the dead of night. 

And dragg'd them away together ; 
Both trap and bait were vanifli'd, 

Through a fraftHre in the flooring j 
Which, though Co trim 
It now may feem. 

Had then-^-a dozen or more in. 
Then anfwer this, ye fages ! 

Nor deem a man to wrong ye. 
Had the rat which thus did fei^e on 
The trap, lefs claim to reafon, 

Than many a fciill among ye ? 
Dan Prior's mice, I own it. 

Were vermin of condition ; 
But this rat who merely learn'd 
What rats alone concem'd, 

Was the greater politician. 

That England 's topfy-turvy. 

Is clear from thefe mifliaps, Sir; 
Since traps we may determine. 
Will no longer take our vermin, 

But vermin* take our traps, Sir- 
Let fophs, by. rats infefted. 

Then truft in cats to catch ^em ; 

left 
♦ Wnttcn «l ^ time <^ ^e Spaniih depredation*. 



JLeft ^ey grew Inrxf £ s liu 

In our ftodiesi -wicfE, i: yt ms^ 

No monai £ts id -vbbx 'sn:- 

Good luck betids our ngrainy = 
Good lock beddc air gce^ Sjts 

And grant that die cne 

May quell die S|aam& DatL, 

And tke odKr dribvy Dixr raSs Sc 

On ccrtaxa PASTCEALi. 

O O rnde and twwVt^ xr 37- ^zfv 
*^ The weary andirarf -Pirw-, 
'*Tis not th* Arcadlar fWziz. :±2r imp^ 
But *tis his herds lasi ^uw. 

On Mr,C <^Kidd£i.]c:sit»'s 



THY ver^s, firiend, are Kidi^rmizifer * fai^ 
And I niuft o«s jou^tc rv?fur'i cct 1 



To the VIRTUOSOS. 

HAIL, curious wights! to wfnoGai £» faor 
The form of mortal flies Is ! 
Who deem thofe grubs beyond 
Which common ienfc defpsku 



* Famous for a coade wooUm 
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Whether o'er hill, morafs, or mound. 

You make your fportfman fallies ; 
Or tliat your prey in gardens found 

Is urgM through walks and alleys. 

Yet, in the fury of the chace. 

No flope could e'er retard you } 
Bleft if one fly repay the race. 

Or painted wings reward you. 
Fierce as Camilla o'er the plain 

Purfued the glittering ftranger^. 
Still ey'd the purple's pleafmg ftain. 

And knew not fear nor danger. 

'Tis you difpenfe the favourite meat 

To nature's filmy people ; 
Know what cpnferves they chufe to eat, 

And what liqueurs to tipple. 

And if her brood of infefts dies. 

You (age aififtance lend her ; 
Can (loop to pimp for amorous flies. 

And help them to engender. 

*Tis you proteft their pregnant hour ;. 

And when the birth 's at hand', 
Exeiting your obftetric power. 

Prevent a mothlefs land. 

Yet oh ! howe'er your towering view 

Above grofs objefts rifes, 
Wh&te'tr refinements you purfue. 
Hear, what a friend 3L(\v\?fc^ *. K ^v 
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A friend, who, weigh'd with yours, muft prize 

Domitian's idle pafiion ; 
That wrought the death of teazing flies. 

But ne'er their propagation. 

. Let Flavians eyes more deeply warm, 

Nor thus your hearts determine. 
To flight dame nature's faireft form 

And figh for nature's vermin. 
And fpeak with fome refpeft of beaux, 

Nor more as triflers treat 'em : 
'Tis better learn to fave one's cloaths. 

Than cherifti moths, that eat 'em. 

The Extent of COOKERY. 

** Aliufciue et idem." 

TTTHEN Tom to Cambridge fir ft was fent, 

^ A plain brown bob he wore ; 
Read much, and look'd as though he meant 

To be a fop no more. 
See him to Lincoln's Inn repair, 

His refolution flag; 
He cheriflies a length of hair. 

And tucks it in a bag. 
Nor Coke nor Salkeld he regards. 

But gets into the houfe. 
And ibon a judge's rank rewards 

His pliaiit votes and bows. 



K^\<?^ 
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Adieu, ye bobs ! ye bags, give place I 

Full bottoms come inftead ! 
Good Lgrd I to fee the various ways 

Of drefling— a calve's head I 



The Progress of ADVICE: 

A Common Case. 

** Snade, nam certum eft.'* 

QAYS Richard to Thomas (and feem'd half afraid)' 
^ « I am thinking to marry thy miftrefs*s maid : 
Now, becaufe Mrs. Lucy to thee is well known, 
I will do 't if thou bidft me, or let it alone. 

Nay don't make a jeft on't j 'tis no jeft to me j 
For 'faith I'm in earneft, fo pr'ythee be free. 
I have no fault to find with the girl fmce I knew her. 
But I'd have thy advice, ere I tye myfelf to her." 

Said Thomas to Richard, " To fpeak my opinion. 
There is not fuch a bitch in king George's dominion, 
And I firmly believe, if thou knew'ft her as I do. 
Thou wouldft chufe out a whipping-poft, firft to be ty'd to. 

She's peevifh, (he's thieviih, flic's ugly, flie's old. 
And a liar, and ^ fool, and a 4ut, and a fcold.^* 
Next day Richard haften'd to church and was wed. 
And ere night had infonn'd her what Thomas had faid* 
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A BALLAD. 
■** Trahit fua quemque voluptas." 
'^ROM Lincoln to London rode forth our young (quir^ 
•-■' To bring down a wifc) whom the fwains might admire. a 
.But, in fpite of whatever tlie mortal could fay. 
The goddefs objefted tlie length of the way ! 

To give up the opera, the park, and the ball. 

For to view the ftag*s horns in an old country-hall} 

To have neither China nor India to fee! 

Nor a laceman to plague in a morning— not flie ! 

Toforfakethedearplay-houfe, Quin, Garrick, and Cliv«^ 

Who' by dint of mere humour had kept her alive; 

To forego thefull box for his lonefome abode, 

O heavens ! (ht fhould faint, fhe fhould die on the road.^ 

Toforegd the gay falhions and geftures of France, 
And leave dear Augufte in the midft of the dance. 
And Harlequin too! — 'twas in vain to require it-; 
And file wonderM how folks had the face to defire it. 

She might yield to refign the fweet- fingers of Ruc)LhoHf 
Where the citizen-matron feduces her cuckold j 
But Ranelagh fooh would her footfteps recall. 
And the mufic, the lamps, and the glare of VauxhalL 
To be fure (he could breathe no where elfe but in towtkt 
Thus fhe talk'd like a wit, and he lock*d like a clown| 
But the while honeft Hairy defpair*d to fuccecd, ' 
A coach with a coronet traiPd hei* to Tweed. 



174. SHEN STONE'S POEMS. 

SLENDE R's Ghoft. Vide Shakespear, 

T>E NEATH a church-yard yew, 
•^ DecayM and worn with age, 
At dulk of eve methought I fpy'd 
. Poor Slender's ghoft, that whimpering ciycd, 
O fweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 

Ye gentle bards ! give ear ! 

Who talk of amorous rage. 
Who fpoil the lily, rob the rofe. 
Come learn of me to weep your woes : 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 

Why ftiould fuch laboured ftrains 

Your formal Mufe engage ? 
I never dreamt of flame or dart. 
That fir'd my breaft or pierc'd my heart. 

But figh'd, O fweet Anne Page 1 
And you ! whofe love-fick minds 

No medicine can affuage ! 
Accufe the leech's art no more. 
But learn of Slender to deplore j 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 

And ye ! whofe fouls ai*e held. 

Like linnets in a cage ! 
Who talk of fetters, links, and chains. 
Attend and imitate my flrains ! 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page I 

z An 
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And you who boaft or grieve. 

What horrid wars we wage ! . 
Of wounds receiv'd from many an eye j 
Yet mean as I do, when I figh, 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page! 

Hence every fond conceit 
Of ihepherd or of fage 5 
'Tis Slender's voice, *tis Slender's way 
ExprefTes all you have to fay, 
O fweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 



The INVIDIOUS. Mart. 

1^ Fortune ! if ray prayer of old 

^^ Was ne'er folicitous for gold. 

With better grace thou may'ft allow 

My fuppliant wifli, that aiks it now. 

Yet think not ! goddefs ! I require it 

For the fame end your clowns defire it# 

In a well-made efFe£hial ftring. 

Fain would I fee Lividio fwing ! 

Hear him, from Tyburn's height haranguing^ 

But fuch a cur 's not worth one's hanging. 

Give me, O goddefs ! ftore of pelf. 

And he will tye the knot himfelf. 



The 
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The Trice of an E QJJ I P A G E. 

*< Servum fi potes, Ole, uon habere, 

** Et regem potes, Ole, non habere." Mar^ 

T AflcM a friend a^tiidft the throng, 
-*• Whofe coach it was that traiPd along : 
*< The gilded coach there— don't ye mind ? 
That with the footmen ftuck behind." 

O Sir ! fays he, what I han't you feen it ? 
*Tis Damon's coach, and Damon in it. 
'Tis odd, metliinks, you have forgot 
Your friend, your neighbour, and— what nott 
Your old acquaintance Damon.! — ** Tnie^ 
But faith his equipage is new." 

** Blefs me, faid I, where can it end ? 
What madnefs has polTefs'd my friend ? 
Four powd^r'd ilaves, and thofe the tailed. 
Their ftpfliachs doubtlefs not the fmalleiTt 
Can Damon's revenue maintain 
In lace and food, io large a train ? 
1 know his land^e^ch inch of ground** 
*Tis not a mile to walk it jroupd— 
If Damon's whole eftate can bear 
To keep his lad and Q^e-horfe chsur, 
1 own 'tis paft my comprehenfion." 
» Yes, Sir, but Damon has a peniion«« 

4 Tbi 
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Thus does falfe ambition rule U9, 
Thus pomp delude) and folly fool us j 
To keep a race of flickering knav«8. 
He grows himfelf tlie worft of (laves. 



Hint from VOITURE. 

T £ T Sol his annual journeys run, 

■■^ And wheii the radiant talk is d^e^ 

Confefs, through all the Globe, *twoul|i pofe him. 

To match the charms that Celia /hews him. 

And (hould he boaft he once had feen 

As juft a form, as bright a mein. 

Yet muft it ftill for ever pofe him, 

To match— what Celia never ihews him. 

INSCRIPTION, 

To the memory 

Of A. L. Efquire, 

Juftice of the peace for this county ) 

VHio, in the whole courfe of his pilgrimage 

Through a trifling ridiculous world. 

Maintaining his proper dignity, 

Notwithftanding the fcoflFs of ill-difpofed perfons, 

And wit» of the age. 

That ridiculed his behaviour. 

Or cenfured his breed^iv^^ 
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Following the diftates of nature, 
Defiring to eafe the afflifted. 
Eager to fet the prifoners at libeity. 
Without having for his end 
The noife, or report fuch things generally caufe 
in the world, . 
(As h^ was feen to perform them of none) 
But the fole relief and happinefs. 
Of the party in diib^iis j 
Himfelf refting eafy, 
When he could render tliat fo ; 
Not griping, or pinching himfelf. 
To hoard up fuperfluities 5 
Not coveting to keep in his poffeillon 
What gives more difquietude, than pleafure ^ 
But charitably diffu£ng it 
To all round about him : 
Making the moft forrowful countenance 
To fmile. 
In his prefence ; 
Always bellowing more than he was afked. 
Always imparting before he was deiired j 
Not proceeding in this manner. 
Upon every trivial fuggeftion. 
But tlie moft mature, and folemn deliberation j 
With an incredible prefence and undauntednefs 
of mind ; 
With an illimitable gravity anj oeconomy 
of fact^ 



LEVITIES, 179 

Bidding loud defiance 
To politcnef« and the fafliiony 
Dared let a f— t. 



To a FRIEND. 

TT AVE you ne'er feen, my gentle fquire, 
'*• _ The Tiumeurs of your kitchen fire ? 

Says Ned to Sal, " I lead a fpade. 
Why don't ye play ? — tlie girl's afraid- 
Play foraething— any tiling— but play— > 
'Tis but to pafs the time away— 
Phoo— how ihe Hands— biting her nails— 
As though (he playM for half her vails—. 
Sorting her cards, hagling and picking— 
We play for nothing, doais, chicken ?— 
That card will do— 'blood never doubt it. 
It 's not worth while to think about it/' • 

Sal thought, and thought, and mifsM Jier aim, 
And Ned, ne'er ftudying, won the game. 

Methinks, old friend, 'tis wondrous true. 
That verfe is but a game at loo. 
While many a bard, that (hews fo clearly 
He writes for his amufement merely^ 
Is known to ftudy, fret, and toil $ 
And play for nothing, all the whiles 
Or praife at moft j for wreaths of yore 
Ne'er fignify'd a farthing more ; 

N X -^^ 
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Till> having vainly toird to gain it» 
He fees your flying pen obtain it. 

Through fragrant fcenee the trifler roves. 
And hallow'd haunts that Phoebus loves : 
Where with ftrange heats his bofom glows. 
And myftic flames the God beftows. 
You now none other flame require. 
Than a good blazing parlour lire j 
Write verfcs — to defy the fcorners. 
In {hit-houfes and chimney-corners. 

Sal found her deep-laid fchemes were vain . 

The cards aie cut— come deal again— 
No good comes on it when one lingers— 
ni play the caids come next my fingers- 
Fortune could never let Ned loo her, 
When fhe had left it wholly to her. 

Well, now who wins ?— why, ftill the fame— 
For Sal has loft another game. 

" I've done; (fhe mutter'd) I was faying, 
IJ did not argufy my playing. 
Some folks will win, they cannot chufe. 
But think or not think— (bme muft lofe. 
I may have won a game or fo-«- 
But tlien it was an age ago— 
It ne'er will be my lot again— 
I won it of a baby then- 
Give me an ace of trumps and fee. 
Our Ned will beat me N?\ild 9l \\atft. 

2 *T>& 
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'Tis all by luck that things are cany'd — 
He'll fufFer for it, when he *8 marry'd.** 

Thus Sal, with tears in either eye 5 
While viftor Ned fat tittering by. 

Thus I, long envying your fuccefs. 
And bent to write and ftudy lefs, 
Sate down, and fcribbled in a trice, 
Juft what you fee— -and you defpife. 

You, who can frame a tuneful fong. 
And hum it as you ride along ; 
And, trotting on the king^s high- way. 
Snatch from the hedge a iprig of bay 5 
Accept this verfe, howe'er it flows. 
From one that is your friend in proie. 

What is this wreath, fo green ! fo fair! 
Which many wifh, and few muft wear ? 
Which fome men*s indolence can gain. 
And fome men''s vigils ne^er obtain ? 
For what muft Sal or poet fue. 
Ere they engage with Ned or you ? 
For luck in verfe, for luck at loo ? 

Ah no ! 'tis genius gives you fame. 
And Ned, through ikill, fecures the game. 



\ 
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The POET and the DUN. 1741. 

♦< Thefc are meflengers 
** That feelingly perfuade me what I am/* Sh akesf* 

COMES a dun in the morning and raps at my door— 
" I made bold to call — 'tis a twelvemonth and more— 
I*m forry, believe me^ to trouble you thus, Sir,— 
But Job would be paid, Sir, had Jcib been a mercer," 
My friend have but patience — **^ Ay thefe are your ways.** 
I have got but one /hilling to ferve me two days— 
But Sir — pr'ythee take it, and tell your attorney. 
If I han't paid your bill, I have paid for yonr journey. 
Well, now thou art gone. Jet me govern my paillou. 
And calmly confider — conilder ? vexation ! 
What whore that muft paint, and muft put on falfe locks. 
And counterfeit joy in the pangs of the pox ! 
What beggar's wife's nephew,nowftai-v*d,and now beaten. 
Who, wanting to eat, fears himfelf /hall be eaten ! 
What porter, what tumfpit, can deem his cafe hard I 
Or what dun boaft of patience that thinks of a bard t 
"^'ell, I'll leave this poor trade, for no trade can be poorer. 
Turn Ihoe-boy, or courtier, or pimp, or procurer ; 
C^et love, and refpe6l, and good livings aud pelfj^ 
And dun fome poor dog of a poet myfelf. 
One's credit, however, of courfe will grow better; 
Here enters the footman, and brings me a letter, 
* " Dear Sir! I received your obliging epiftle, 
Your fame is fecure— bid the a-itics go whiftle. 

I read 
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I read over with wonder the poem you fent me j 
And I muft fpedk your praffes, no foul fliall prevent me. 
The audience, believe me, cry'd out every line 
Was ftrong, was afFefting, was juft, was divine j 
All pregnant, as gold is, with worth, weight, and beauty, 
And to hide fuch a genius was— far from your duty. 
I forefee that the court will be hugely delighted ; 
Sir Richai'd, for much a lefs genius, was knighted. 
Adieu, my good friend, and for high life prepai*e ye j 
I could fay much more, but you 're modeft, I fparfe ye." 
Quite fir'd with the flattery, I call for my paper. 
And wafte that, and health, and my time, and my taper*^ 
I fcribble till mom, when, with wrath no fmall ftore. 
Comes my old friend the mercer, and raps at my door. 
*' Ah ! friend, 'tis but idle to make fuch a pother. 
Fate, fate has ordain'd us, to plague one another." 

, Written at an Inn at Henley. 

TO thee, fair freedom ! I retire 
From flattery, cards, and dice, and din ^ 
. Nor art tliou found in ^nanfions higher 
Than the low cott, or humble inn. 

'Tis here with boundlefs power I reign 5 

And e\'ery health which I begin. 
Converts dull port to bright champaigne $ 

Such freedom crowns it, at an inn. 

N 4 I fly 
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I fly from pomp, I fly from plate ! 

I fly from falehood's fpecious grin ! 
Freedom I love, and form I hate. 

And chufe my lodgings at an inn. 
Here, \yaiter ! take my fordid ore. 

Which lacqueys elfe might hope to win ^ 
It buys, what courts have not in ftore ; 

It buys me freedom at an inn. 

Whoe'er has traveled life's dull round. 
Where'er his ftages may have been. 

May figh to think he ftill has found 
The warmeft welcome, at an inn. 



A S I M I L E. 

"1 T r H AT village but has fometlme feen 

^ ^ The clumfy Ihape, the frightful mein. 
Tremendous claws, and Ihagged hair. 
Of that grim brute yclept a bear ? 
He from his dam, the learnM agree, 
Receiv*d the curious form you fee j 
Who, with her plaftic tongue alone, 
Produced avifage — like her own — 
And thus they hint, in myftic fa(liion> 
The powerful force of education • — 
Perhaps yon crowd of fvvains is viewing 
E'en now^ the ftrange exploits of Bruin $ 

Who 
* Of ;i fond mattotO^ fe^Mc^Xxoitk. 



LEVITIES. i«5 

Who plays his antics^ roars aloiid j 
The wonder of a gaping crowd ! 

So have I known an aukward lad, 
Whofe birth has made a parifh glad. 
Forbid, for fear of fenfe, to roam. 
And taught by kind mamma at home ; 
Who gives him many a well-try'd rule, 
With ways and means—to play the fool,- 
In fenfe the fame, in ftature higher. 
He ihines, ere long, a rural fquire. 
Pours forth unwitty jokes, and fwears. 
And bawls, and drinks, but chiefly flares : 
His tenants of fuperior fenfe 
Carouze, and laugh, at his expence $ 
And deem the paftime I 'm relating. 
To be as pleafant, as bear-baiting. 



The CHARMS of PRECEDENCE. 
A TALE. 

" Q IR, will you pleafe to walk before ?" 

*^ —No, pray Sir— you are next the door. 
— ." Upon mine honour, I '11 not ftir— '* 
Sir, I 'm at home, confider. Sir— 
•« Excufe me. Sir, I '11 not go firft." 
Well, if I muft be rude, I mull— 
But yet I wi(h I could evade it— 
'Tis fti-angely clowuiihi be perfuadcd— 
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Go forward, cits I go forward, fquires ! 

Nor fcruple each, what each admires. 

Life fquares not, friends, with your proceeding ; 

It Aies, while you difplay your breeding ^ 

Such breeding as one^s granam preaches. 

Or fome old dancing-mafter teaches. * 

O for fome rude tumultuous fellow. 

Half crazy, or, at leaft, half mellow. 

To come behind you unawares. 

And fairly pufli you botli down ftairs 1 

But death 's at hand-— let me advife ye. 

Go forward, friends ! or lie *11 furpri^e ye# 

Befides, how infmcere you are I 
Do ye not flatter, lye, forfwear. 
And daily cheat, and weekly pray. 
And all for this— to lead the way ? 

Such is my theme, which means to prove. 
That though we drink, or game, or love. 
As that or th^ is moft in faihion. 
Precedence is our ruling paflion. 

When college-ftudents take degrees. 
And pay the beadle's eiidlefs fees, 
What moves that fcientific body. 
But the firft cutting at a gawdy ? 
And whence fuch (heals, in bare conditionsy 
That ftarve and languilh as phyficians. 
Content to trudge the ftreets, and ftare at 
The fat apothecary's chariot ? 
But that, in Chariot's chamber (fee 
Moliete's " Medicin malgre lui") 

+ Th. 
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The leach, howe'er his fortunes vary. 

Still walks before tH' apothecary. 

Flavia in vain ha» wit and charms. 

And all that Ihines, and all that warms j. 

In vain alt human race ^dore her, 

.For-T-I-ady Mary ranks before her. 

-O Celia, geatje Celia ! tell us. 

You who are neithe^r vajn nor jealous ! 

The fofteft breaft, the mildeft mien ! 

Would you not feel fome little ipleen. 

Nor bite your Ijp, npr furl your brow. 

If Florimel^ your equal now. 

Should, one day, gain precedence of ye ? 

Firft fenced— though in a dilk-of coffee.?' 

Plac'd £rA, although,, where you are found^ 

You gain the eyes of all around ? 

Nam'd firft, though not with, half the fame^i 

That waits my chaiming Celiacs name ? 

Hard fortune I barely to infpire 

Our fix*d efteem, and fond defire ! 

Barely, wherever you go, to prove 

The iburce of univerfal love I— 

Yet be content, obferving thi«. 

Honour 's the offspring of caprice : 

And wortn^ howe'er you have purfued it. 

Has now no power-rbut to exclude it. 

You '11 find your general reputation 

^ A kind of fupplemental ftation. 

Poor Swift, with all his worth, coold ne*er. 

He tells us, hope to rife a Peer ) 

So, 
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So, to fupply it, wrote for fame : 

And well the wit fecurM his aim. 

A common patriot has a drift. 

Not quite fo innocent as Swift : 

In Britain's caufe he rants, he labours ; 

<« He 's honeft, faith"— have patience, neighbours. 

For patriots may fometimes deceive. 

May beg tlieir fri^ds* relu6bint leave. 

To ferve them in a higher fphere ; 

And drop their virtue, to get there.— 

As Lucian tells us, in his faihion. 
How fouls put off each earthly paifion. 
Ere on Elyfium's flowery ftrand 
Old Charon fufferM them to land ; 
So ere we meet a court's carefies. 
No doubt our fouls muft change their drefles : 
And fouls there be, who, bound that way, 
Attire themfelves ten times a day. 

If then 'tis rank which a)l men covet. 
And faints alike and iinncrs love it $ 
If place, for which our courtiers throng 
So thick, that few can get along ; 
For which fuch fervile toils are ieen. 
Who 's happier than a king ?— a queen. 

Howe'er men aim at elevation, 
'Ti; properly a female paifion : 
Women^ and beaux, beyond all meafure 
Are charm'd with rank's extatic pleafure. 

Sir, if your drift I rightly fcan. 
You *d bint a beau ^im ti^t^ man « 



I 
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Say, women then are fond of places } 
I wave all dlfputable cafes. 
A man perhaps would fomething linger^ 
Were his lov'd rank to coft— a finger j 
Or were an ear or toe the price on 't. 
He might deliberate once or twice on 't j 
Perhaps afk Gataker's adxnce on 't. 
And many, as their frame grows old. 
Would hardly purchafe it with gold. 

But women wi(h precedence ever; 
'Tis their whole life's fupreme endeavour ^ 
It fires their youth with jealous rage. 
And ftrongly animates their age. 
Perhaps they would not fell out-right, 
Or maim a limb— that was in fight j 
Yet on worfe terms tliey fomctimes chufc it j 
Nor ev'n in puniihments refufe it • 

Pre-eminence in pain, you cry ! 
All fierce and pregnant with reply. 
But lend your patience, and your ear. 
An argument fhall make it clear. 
But hold, an argument may fail, 
Befide my title fays, a tale. 

Where Avon rolls her winding ftream, 
Avon, the Mufes* favourite theme ! 
Avon, that fills the fanners* purfes. 
And decks with flowers both farms and verfes, 
She vifits many a fertile vale— 
Such wai the fcenc of this my tale. 
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For 'tis in Evefliam's vale, or near it, 
That folks with laughter tell and hear^ it. 

The foil with annual plenty bleft 
. Was by young Corydon poffeft. 
iHis youth alone I lay before ye, 
-As moft material to my ftory ; 
vFor ftrength and vigour too, he had theitt, 
*And 'twere not much amifs, to add them. 

Thrice happy lout ! whofe wide domain 
'Now green with grafs, now gilt with graii^, 
Jn rufTet robes of clover deep. 
Or thinly veil'd, and white with Iheep ; 
,Now fragrant witli the bean*s perfume, 
.Now purpled with the pulfe's bloom. 
Might well with bright allufi(m ftore me^ 
-*But happier bards have been before me ! 

Amongft the various year's iricreafe. 
The ftrippling own'd a field of peafe ; 
Which, when at night he ceas'd his labours. 
Were haunted by fomc female neighbours. 
£aGh morn difcover'd to his fight 
The (hameful havock of the night : 
Traces of this they left behind them. 
But no inftniftioni whire to find them. 
The Devil's works are plain and evil. 
But few or none have feen the DeviU, 
Old Noll, indeed; if we may credit 
The words of Echard, who has faid it, 
Contrived with:'Sataiii%<w%o fool u«^ 
And bargain'd face to i^s.^ to i>x\^ >^^ \ 
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But then old Noll was one in ten. 

And fought liim more than other men. 

Our Ihepherd too, with like attention. 

May meet the female fiends we mention. 

He rofe one mom at break of day. 

And near the .field in arabufli lay : 

When lo ! a brace of girls appears, 

The third, a matron much in years. 

Smiling, amidft the peafe, the finners 

Sate down to cull their future dinners $ 

And, caring little who might own them. 

Made free as though themfelves had fown them* 

'Tis worth a fage^s obfenration 
How love can make a jeft of paffion. 
Angejr had forcM the fwain from bed. 
His early dueSitpLlove unpaid ! 
And love, a god that keeps a pother. 
And wiU be paid one time or other. 
Now baniftiM ,anger out of dck>r j 
And claimM tlie debt withheld before. 
If anger bid our youth reyile, 
Love form'd his features to a fmile : 
And knowing well ^twas all grimace. 
To threaten with a fmiling face. 
He in few words exprefs'd his mind— 
And none would deem them much unkind. 

The amorous youth, for their offence. 
Demanded initant recompence : 
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That recompence from each, which ihame 
Forbids a ba(hful Mufe to name. 
Yet, more this fentence to difcover, 
*Twas what Bet • • grants her lover. 
When he, to make the ftrumpct willing. 
Has Q ent his fortune - to a (hilling. 

Each ftood a while, as ^twere fufpended. 
And loth to do, what^-each intended. 

At length, with foft pathetic fighs. 
The mation, bent with age, replies 

'Tis vain to ftrive— juftice, I know. 
And our ill ilars, will have it fo-^ 
But let my tears your wratli afTnage, 
And fhew fome deference for age ! 
I from a diflant village came, * 
Am old, God knows, and fomething lame ; 
And if we yield, as yield we muft, 
Pifpatch my crazy body firft. 

Our ihepher^, like the Phrygian fwain. 
When circled round on Ida*s plain, 
Witli goddelTts he flood fufpended. 
And Pallas^s grave fpeech was ended, 
OwnM what ihe aik'd might be his dttty { 
But paid the compliment to beauty. 
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ODE to be performed by Dr. Brettle, and a 
Chorus of Hali^s-owen Citizen^. 

The Inftrumental Part* a Viol d' Amour. ' 

... ^. 

A I R by the D o c T o R. / . 

7% W A K E J I fay, awake good people ! 
^^ And be for once alive and gay j 
^Tome kt 's be merry 5 ftir the tipple j 

'How can you deep, 
Wiilft I do play ? how can you deep, &c. 
CHORUS ^f Citizens. 
Pardon, O ! pardon, ^reat mufician ! 

On drowfy Xotls fome pity take ! 
For wondrous hard is our condition. 
To drink thy beer, 
Thy drains to hears 
To drink. 
To hear. 
And keep awake * 

SOLO by the Doctor. 

Hear but this tetin— 'twas made by Handel, 
A wight of ikill, and judgment deep ! 
• Zoonters they 're gone^Sal, bring a candle- 
No, here is one, and he 's adeep. 

DUETTE. ^ -' 

Dr.*-^How c^uld they go *^ Softmufic. 

Wkilftldoplay? 

Sal.ii»How could theygo ! ^•riifcenmfic. 
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CUPID AND PLUTUS. 

•f TrHEN Celia, Love's eternal foe, 
^ ^ To rich old Gomez firft was marryM j 
And angry Cupid came to know. 

His ftiafts had err'd, his bow mifcarry'di 

He figh'd, he wept, he hung his head, 

On the cold ground^ full fad, he laid him | 
When Plutus, there by fortune led, 

Jn'this defponding plight fui'vey^d him. 
And fure, he cry'd, you '11 own at laft 

Your boafted power by mine exceeded i 
Say, wretched boy, now all is paft. 

How little fhe your efforts heeded. 

If with fuccefs you would aflfail. 

Gild, Youngiler, doubly gild your aiTows : 
Little the feather'd (hafts avail. 

Though winjr^d from Mamma's doves and fpar- 
rows. 
What though each reed, each arrow grew. 

Where Venus bath'd herfelf 5 depend on 't, 
■"Twere more for ufe, for beauty too, 
A diamond fparkled at the end on 't. 
Pcac»» Plutus, peace?— the boy reply'd; 
Were not my arts by y»ur's infefted, 
I could cAch other power deride^ 
Aad rule this circle, uiungk^d. 

Sec 
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^ee yonder pair ! no worldly views 

In Chloe*8 geperous bi«fft refided i 
Xove bade her the fpruce valet chufe^ 

And (he by potent love was gu^e4» 
Tor this ( fhe quits her golden dsea/ms* 

In her gilt coach no noore (he rangot r 
And her rich crimibn, bright wiU» gems« 

For cheeks impearrd with tears, (he changes* ^ 

Though fordid Celia own'd your power. 
Think not ibmonilrous my difgrace is4 

You gainM this. nymph— that very hour 
J gainM a fcore in different places. 

EPJLOGUE to the Tragedy of Cl eon e; 

WELL, ladies— fo much for the tragic ftile— 
And now the cuftom is to make you fnxile. 
To make us fmile!— methinks 1 hear you fay— 
Why, who can help it, at fo ftrange ajplay ? 
The Captain gone tfhree years !— and then to Mame 
The faifltlefs conduct of his virtyous aamci 
My ftars !— what gentle belle would think it trcafon. 
When tlius provok'd, to give tlie brute fomc reafon i 
Out of my houfc !— ftiis night, forfobth depart ! 
A modem wife liad'(aid— " With ail my ixcart-* 
But think not, haughty Sir, 1 11 go alone ! 
Order your coach— conduft tnc (kfeto town— 
Oive me niy jewels, wardrobe, and my maid— 
And pray take care my pin-money befatd«** 

O z ^^«^ 
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There are, wlio, blind to thought's fatiguing ray^ 
iVs fortune giver example's, urge tbeir way :. 
Nor virtue's foes, though they her paths decline. 
And fcarce her friends, though with her friends they join,. 
In her*$, or vice's cafhal xoad advance 
Thoughtlefs, the Cnncrs or the faints of chance ! 
, Yet fome more nobly fcorn tlie vulgar voice j 
With judgment fix, with zeal purfue their choice. 
When ripen'd thought, when ireafon bom. to reign. 
Checks the wild tumults of the youtliful vein ; 
While pafTion's lawlefs tides, at their command. 
Glide through more ufeful tra6ls,. and blefs the land^ 

Happieft of thefe is he whole matchlefs mind. 
By learning ftrengthen'd, and by taftc refiii'd. 
In virtue's caufe eflay'd its earlieft powers j 
Chofe virtue's paths, and ftrew'd her paths with flowers. 
The firft alai'm'd, if freedom x^aves her wings : 
The iittdl to adorn each art fhe brings : 
Lov'd by that prince yrhom every virtue fires : 
Prais'd by tliat bard whom every Mufe infpires : 
BleA in the tuneful art, the focial flame ; 
In all that wins, in alt that merits fame ! 

'Twas youth's perplexing ilage his doubts mljnr'd. 
When great Alcides to a grove retir'd. 
Through the lone windings of a devious glade, 
Refign'd to thought, with lingering fteps he ftrayM ; 
Bleil with a mind to tafte fincerer joys : 
Arm'd with a heart each fdfe one to de^ife. 
Dubious he ftray'd, with wavering thoughts pofl^f^, 
Akcraate pa/Rons ftvugglkig (Kar'd his breaft j 

4 'YVft 
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The various arts wbich human care« divide* 

In deep atttention all his mind employed » .. . 

Anxious, if fame an equal blifs fecurM) ' 

Or filent eafe with fofter charms allur'd;: 

Tlie fylvan choir> whofe^ numbers fwcetly flo#'d^ 

'pie fount thatmui^nui'd, and the flowers thatblow'dj 

The filver fiood tluit in meanders led 

His glittering ftreams along th^ enlivenM mead $ 

The ioothing breeze, and all thofe beauties jojjiMj^ 

^hich, whilft they pleafe, efieminate the mind* 

.In vain ! while diflant, on a fummit rai^M^ 

Th* impeiial towers of fame attractive blaz'd. 
While thus he traced tlwough fancy's puzzling .mfue 

The Separate fweets of pleasure and of praife) 

Sudden the wind a fragrant gale convey ?d. 

And a n^w lu^e gained upon the (hade. 

At once, before his wondering eyes were feen 

Two female forms* of more than mortal mien. 

Various their charms-^ and in their drefs -aad face. 

Each feemM to vie with £bme peauliar gracer 

Tliis, whofe attire lefs clogg'd with art appear^xl. 

The fimple fweett of innocence endear 'd. 

Her fprightly bloom, her quick fagacions .eye* 

Shew'd native merit,. mixM with modefty. 

Her 5ur diflfiis'd a mild yet aweful ray. 

Severely fweet, and innocently gay. 

Such the cliafte image of tlie martial maid. 

In artlefs folds of virgin white array 'd ! 

She let no borrow''d roie her cheelcs adorn. 

Her biuihing cheeks* that (ham'd the ^\xr^\ft T^^t^« 

0+ ^*»* 
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Her charms nor faady nor wanted artful foils. 

Or ftudyM giefture8> or well-pra^iisM fmile*. 

Siic fcomM the toys which render beauty left t 

She prov'd th' engaging chaftity of drefs ^ 

And wiifle ihe chofe in native charms to ftiine, 

Ev'n thus The feem'd, nay more than feem'd, diTinCf 

One raodeft emerald clafp'd the robe (he wore. 

And, in her hand, th* imperial fword flie bore. 

Sublime her height, maje^c was her pace> 

And matched the awful honours of her face. 

The flirubi, the flowers, that dsck'd the verdant groundi 

Scem'd, where fhe trod, with rifing luftre crown'd. 

Still her approach vmh ftronger influence wann*d 5 

She plctsM, while diftant; but, when near, Hie charmed, 

So llrikes the gazer^s eye, the filver gleam 

That glittering quivers o'er a diftant fhream : 

But from its banks we fee new beauties rifej 

And, in its cryflal bofom, trace the flcies. 

With other chai-ms the rival viflon glowM ; 
And from her drefs her tiniel beauties flow'd. 
A fluttering robe her pamperM (hape conceard. 
And feem'd to fliade the charms it befl reveal' d. 
Its fornt) contrived her faulty iiae to grace ; 
Its hue, to give frefli luftre (o her face. 
Her plaited hair difguisM with brilliants glarM ; 
Her cheeks the ruby*« neighboMring luftre ihar'd ; 
The gawdy topaz lent its gay fupplies, 
And every gem that ftrikes lefs curious eye« $ 
ExposM her breaft with foreign fweets perfiimM ; 
And, round Uer brow, u wfc^^ v^i^asw^Uaoixi'd. 
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Soft fmilingy blvihing lips cfonceal- H hef vrik$ f 
Yet, aht tbs bluAie^ utfiil as the fmiles^ 
Oft^gazing on her fhade^ th^ em<aptur'd ^r 
Decreed the AibiUnce wrell defcrv^d her case t 
Her thoughts^ to others charms msLiignly blind^ 
CenterM in that, and were to that coniin'd $ 
And if on others «ye& a glance were thrown^ 
^Twas but to watch the influence of her own. 
Much like her guardian, fair €ythera*s'queen^ ^ 
When for her warrior ihe refines her meini 
Or whenr to blefs her Delian favourite's ^rms^ 
The radiant fair invigorates her charms. 
Much like her pupil^^ Sgypt^s fpoitive daine^ 
Her drefs expreilive, and her ahr the famey 
When her gay bark o'er filvei* Cydnos roird> 
And all tlr emblazonM dreamers wavM in goldif ■. 
Such (hone the viiton $ nor forbore to move 
The fond contagious airs of lawlefs love. 
Each wanton eye deluding glances fir'd,, 
■And amorotis dimples on each cheek confpirM. 
Lifelefs her gait, and flow, with feeming pain. 
She di-agg'd her loitering limbs along the plaiii-^ 
Yet made fome faint effortSy and dri approached th|^ 

fwaan. 
So glaring draughts, with taudry luftre bright. 
Spring to the view, and rufh upon the fight : 
More (lowly charms a Raphael's chaffer air. 
Waits the calm (earch, and pays the fcarcher's care. 
Wrap'd in a. pleas'd fufpcncc, the youth fur«i^*^ 
Tilt various channs of each attra^ve xoal^x 
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Alternate each he viewM» and each admired. 
And founds alternate, varying flames infpir'd. 
Quick o'er their forms his ey«« with pleafure ran. 
When (he, who ficil approacbM him, £rfl: began. 

" Hither, dear boy, direft thy wanderings eyes j- 
*Tis here the lovely vale of plcafnre lies. 
Debate no more, to me thy life refign j 
Each fweet which nature can difiiife ii mine^ 
For me the nymph divei-iifies her power. 
Springs in a tree, or bloffoms m a flower ; 
To pleafe my ear, (he tunes the linnet's ffrains ; 
To pleafe my eye, with lilies paints the plains j. 
To form my couch, rn mofly beds (he grows j 
To gratify my fmell, perfumes the rofe j 
Reveals the fair, the fertile fcene you fee. 
And" fwells the vegetable world, for me. 

Let the gull'd fool the toils of war purfue. 
Where bleed the many to enrich thjs few : 
Where chance from courage claims the boafted prize : 
Where, though flie give, your country oft denies. 
Induftrious tliou ihalt Cupid's wars maintain. 
And ever gently fight his ibft campaign. 
His darts alone fhalt wield, his wounds endure. 
Yet only fufFer, to enjoy the cure. 
Yield but to me— a choir of nymphs (hall rife. 
And fire thy breafl, and blels thy raviihM eyes. 
Their beauteous cheeks a fairer rofe ihall wear, 
A brighter lily on their necks appear j 

Whcit 
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Where fondly thou thy favoured liead ihalt reft,. ' "- i 

Soft as the down that fwelk^e cygnet^s neft t- . . 

While Philomel in each foft voice oomplains^ 

And gtntly lulls thee widi mellifluoTis ibrains t 

Whilft, with each accent, fweeteft odours fiow|- 

And fpicy gums round every bofom glow. 

Nm the famM bird Arabian climes adnure». 

Shall in fuch luxui*y of fweets expire. 

At flotli let war^&viiSlorious fons exclaim j: > 

In vain ! for pleafure ib my real namej 

Nor eqvy thou the head with bayso-er^own y 

No, feek thou rofe^ to adorn thy own s. 

For well each opening fcene, that claims my care,. 

Suits and deferves the beauteous crown I wear*. 

Let others prune tlie vine ; the genial bowl 
Shall crown thy table,, and. enlarge thy fouL 
Let vulgar hands explore tlie brilliant mine^ 
So the gay produce glitter ftill on thine.- 
Indulgent Bacchus loads his labouring, tree,. 
And, guarding, gives its cluftering fweets to me; 
For my lovM train, Apollo's piercing beam 
Darts through the pafllve glebe, and frames the gem» 
See in my caufe confenting gods employed. 
Nor flight thofe gods, their bleffings unenjoy'dl 
For thee the poplar (hall its amber drain 5 
For thei^, in clouded beauty, fpring the cane j 
Some coftly tribute every clime fhall pay 5 
Some charming treafure every wind convey ; 
Each objeft round ibme pleaiing fcene fliall yield \ 
Art built thj dome, while nature decks \i.Yj ^^^\ 
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i>f Corinth's order ihall the ftruflure rife ^ 
The fpiring ttirrets gUttcf througli tha (kies j 
Thy coftly robe ihaU glow witli Tyrian rays ; 
Thy V^fe ihall fparkle, smd thy car Hiall blaze $ 
Yet tlvou^ whaterer pomp the fun cli^lay, 
Shalt own the amorous night exceeds the day« 

When reeking iQutes, and fwtetly^founding lyref^ 
Wake the gay loves, and cite the young defiret j 
Or, in th' Ionian danc*?, ibme favourite maid 
Jmproves the flame her iparkling eyes conveyed } 
Think, canft thou quit a flawing DeJ^'s arms. 
To feed on virtue's viHonary charms 5 
<Xt Uight .the .joys which wit and youth engage* 
i^or t!ie faint honour of a frozen f^gef 
To find xlull en-vy cv'n that hope deface, 
And, wliere you toiPd for^lory, rea^ difgracef 

O ! think that beauty waits ^on thy decree. 
And thy lov'd Welieft charmer pleads with me^ 
She, wnofe foft fmilej or gerctlsr glahce to move« 
You vow''d the wild extremities cf love 5 
In whofe endearments years> like moments, flew{ 
tor whofe endearments millions ftem'd too few j 
^Iw, fijc implores^ fhe bids thee feize tlie prime^ 
Aiid tread -with her the flowery traft of time j 
Nor .thus her lovely bloom of life bcftow 
On fome cold lover^ or infuUing foe. 
Think, if againft that tongue thou canft ret>et> 
W^hereioveyet dNvelt, and reafian fecm'd to dwell | 
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What (Ircmg perfuafion arm» her foffter figks * 
IVhat full convi^ion fparkles in lier eyes ! 

See nature ijinilesy and birds faXute the (hade. 
Where breathing jaiinin fcreens the fleeping makls 
And Aich her charms, as to the vain may prove^ 
Ambition ieek« more humble joys than love ! 
There bufy toil fliall ne'er invade thy reign. 
Nor fciences perplex thy labouring brain t 
Or none, but what with equal fweets invite f 
Nor other arts, but to prolong delight : 
Sometimes thy fancy prune her tender wing» 
To pr^fe a pendant, or to grace a ring ; 
To. fix the drefs that fuits each varying mien ; 
To (hew where beft the cluftering gems are ieen $ " 
To figh.roft ftrains along the vocal grove. 
And tell the charms, the fweet efic6b of love ! 
Npr feai: to iind a coy difdainfol Mufe ; 
Nor think the fifters will their aid refufe. 
Cool grots, and tinkling rills, or filent ihades. 
Soft fcenes of leifure ! fuit th* harmonioua maids i 
And all tlie wife, and all the grave decree 
Scme»of that facred train aJlyM to me. 

But if more fpecious eafe tiiy wi(kes claim. 
And thy breaft glow with faint defire of fsime. 
Some fofter fcience (hall thy thoughts amufe. 
And learning^; name a folemn (bund diffitfe : 
To thee all nature's curious ftores Til brings 
Explain the beauties of an inft£l*8 wing i 
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The plant, which nature, lefs diifuiely kind. 
Has to few climes witli partial care confined ^ 
The (hell ihe fcatters with more carelefs air. 
And, in her frolics, feems fuprcmcly fair^ 
The worth that dazzles ifi the tulip^s ftains^ 
Or lurks beneath a pebble's various veins. 

Sleep's downy god, averf; to war's alarms, 
^Shall o'er thy head diflfufe his fofteft charms ^ 
Ere anxious thought thy dear repofe aflTai], 
Or care, «iy moft deftniftive foe, prevail. 
The watery nymphs (hall tune ll>e vocal vales. 
And gentle zephyrs harmonize their gales. 
For thy repofe, inform, with rival joy. 
Their ftpeams to murmur, and their winds to figh. 
Thus (halt thou fpend the fweetly-fiowlng day. 
Till loft in blifs thou breath'ft thy foul away s 
Till ihe t' Elyfian bowers of joy r£pair. 
Nor find my charming fcenes exceeded there«'* 

She ceas'd ; and on a lily'd bank reclin'd. 
Her flowing robe wav'd wanton with the wind & 
One. teader hand her drooping head fuftains ^ 
One' points, exprefCve, to tlie flowery plains. 
Soon the fond youth perceiv'd her influence roll^ 
Deep in his bread, to melt his manly foul : 
As when Favonius joins the iblar blaze. 
And each fair fabric of the frofl decays. 
Soon, to his bread, the fbft harangue convey 'd 
Refolves too partial to the fpecious maick 
He /igh'd, he gaz'4, fo fweetly fmil'd the datne | 
Yetg iighing, gaxiii|;» fc«nC^x^^t^ira.V>\^flLaine, 
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And,, oft as virtue caught hU wandering eye, 
A crimfon blufh condemned the rifing figh. 
'Twas fuch the lingering Trojan's ihame bctray'd. 
When Maia's fon the frown of Jove difplay'd : 
'When wealth, fame, empire, couid no balance proTC, 
For the foft reign of Dido, and of love. 
Thus ill with arduous glory love confpires $ 
Soft tender flames witli bold impetuous fires I 

Some hovering doubts his anxious bofom movM» 
And virtue, zealous fair ! thofe doubts im^iTOV^d. 

« Fly, fly, fond youth, the too indulgent maid. 
Nor err, by fuch fantaftic fcenes betray'd. 
Though in my path the rugged thorn be feen. 
And the diy turf difclofe a fainter green j 
Though no gay rofe or flowery produ6^ ibine. 
The barren furface ftill conceals the mine. 
Each thorn that threatens^ ev'n the weed that grows 
In virtue's path, fuperior fweets beftows— 
Yet (hould thofe bqafted, fjpecious toys allure. 
Whence could fond fl<^h tlie flattering gifts prociir»#. 
The various wealth that tempts thy fond dei]iT» 
'Tis I alone, her greateft foe, acquire. 
I fiom old ocean rob the treafur'd (tore ; 
I through each region, latent gems explore | 
"•Twas I the inigged brilliant firft reveal'd, 
By numerous fh*ata deep in earth conceal'dt 
^Tis 1 the furface yet refine, and fliow 
The modeft gem's intrinfic charms to glow* 
Nor fwells the grape, nor fpires its feeble tree 
Without the firm fupports of mduftry* 
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But grant wt (loth tlie fcene hcrfelf has drawn^ 
The molTy grotto, and the flowery lawn ; 
Let Philomela time ih* hannonkns gale. 
And with each breeze eternal fweeta exhale.; 
Let gay Pomona flight the plain* around. 
And chufe, for falreft fruits, the favoured ground ; 
To blefs the fertile vale ihould vittue ceafe, 
l^or mofly grots, nor flowery lawns .could pleafe 2 
Nor gay Poinona*s lufcious gifts avail. 
The found harmonious, or the fpicy gale. 

Seeft thou yon rocks in dreadful pomp arife, 
Whofe rugged cliffs deform th* encircling Ikies ? 
Thofe fields, whence Phoebus all their xooiftuce drains 
And, too profuiely fond, diii'obes the plains ? 
When I vouchfafe to tread the barren (bil, 
Thofe rocks feem lovely, and thofe deferts fmile, 
Tlie form thou view'ft, to every icene with eaie 
Transfers its charms, and every icene can pleaie, ' 
When I have on thofe pathlefs wilds appeared ; 
And the lone wanderer with my prefence chcar*d ^ 
Thofe cllfis the exile has with pleafure viewed. 
And calPd that defert bliisfiil folitude! 

Nor I alone to fuch extend my care t 
Fair-blooming health furveys her altars there. 
Brown exerciie will lead thee where flie reigns. 
And witli leflfii^ed luftre gild the plains. 
With her, in flower of youth, and beauty*8 pride. 
Her offspring, calm content and peace, reiide. 
One ready ojRring (bits each neighbooriiig ihrihe ; 
And all obey Swiit V*m» 'i^ ^^sai^fe mine* 
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But health averl'e from flotfaf s fmooth region flies $ 
And> in her abfence, pleafure droops and dies. 
Her bright companions, mirth, delight, repofe. 
Smile where fhe fmiies, and ficken when ihe goes* 
A galaxy of powers ! whofe fonns appear 
For ever beauteous, and for ever near. 

Nor will foft deep to floth'*s requeft incline. 
He from her couches flies unbid to mine. 

Vain is the fparkling bowl, the warbling ftrain, 
Th' incentive fong, the labourM viand vain I 
Where flie relentlefs reigns without control. 
And checks each gay excurflon of the foul : 
UrtmovM, though beauty, deck'd in all its charms, 
Grace the rich couch, and fpread the foftefl: arms : 
Till joylefs indolence fuggefts defires ; 
Or drugs are fought to fumifh languid fires ; 
Such languid fires as on the vitals prey. 
Barren oFblifs, but fertile of decay. 
As artful heats, apply'd to thirfty lands. 
Produce no flowers, and but debafe the fands: 

But let fair health her chearing fmiles impart, 
Bow fweet is nature, how fuperfluous art ! 
'Tis flie the fountain's ready draught commends. 
And fmooths the flinty couch which fortune lends. 
And when my hero from his toils retires^ 
Fills his gay bofom with unufual fires. 
And, while no checks th' unbounded joy r^rove^ 
Aids and refines tlie genuine fweets of love. 
His faireft profpeft rifing trophies frame j 
His fweeteft mufic rs the voice of fame ^ 
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Pleafvres to (loth unknpwn! flie never found 
How fair the.profpeft^ or how fweet the found. 

See fame's gay ftni^^ie from yoa fumpiit chanm» 
And^ fires the manly hreaft to arts or arms : 
Nor dread the fteep afccijt, by which yQu rife 
From groveling vales to towers which reagh the jlkics. 

Love, fame, efteem, 't is Ubour muft acquire j 
The fmiling offspring of a rigid fire ! 
To fix the friend, ypuv fervice muft be fbewn 5 
All, ere they lov'd your merit, lov'd their own. 
That wondering Greece your portrait may admiitj. 
Thai tuneful bards may firing for you their, lyre. 
That books may.praife, or coins record your name. 
Such, fuch rewards 't is toil alone can claim ! 
And the fame column which difplays to view 
The con(jueror's name, dilplays th^ conqu^ft top. 

'Twas flow experiocQ^ tedious miftrefa ! taught 
All that e'er nobly fpgke, or bravely fougjjt. 
""Twas (he the patriot, (he the bard refin'd. 
In arts that fcrve, proteft, or ple?de mankind. 
Not the vain vifions of ina^ive IjAools j 
Not fancy's maxims, not Qpiniqn^s rules. 
E'er form'd the man whofe generous warjmtK ^ytoids 
T' enrich his country, or to ferve his friends. 
On aftivc worth the laurel war bellows s 
Peace rears her olive for indilfbrious brows : 
Nor earth, uncultured, yields its kind fupplies : 
Nor heaven, its (howers without a facrifice. 

See far below fuch grpveling fcenes of (haixie^ 
As lull to re(^ Ignavia's (lumbering davne. « 

» Her 
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Her friends, from all the toils of fame fecuit^ 

Alas ! inglorious, grater toils endiire, 

Doom'd all to mourn, who in her caufe engage 

A youth enervate, and a painful age | 

A fickly faplefs mafs, if reafon flies ^ 

And, if fhe linger, impotently wife ! 

A thoughtlefs train, who, pamperM^ (leek^ and g^y^ 

Invite old age, and revel youth awayi 

From life's frefli vigour move the load of care. 

And idly place it where thy leaft can bear. 

When to the mind, difeas^'d, for aid they fly. 

What kind refleaion fliall the mind fupply ? 

When, with loft health, what fhould the lofs altay. 

Peace, peace is loft : a comfortlefs d^cay ! 

But to my friends, when youth, when pleafuffe flies. 

And earth's dim beauties fade before thetr eyesj 

Through death's dark vifta flowciy tra6ls ai*e feen, 

Elyfian plains, and groves for ever green. 

If o'er their lives a refluent glance they caft, 

Their' s is the prefent who can praife the paft. 

Life has its blifs for thefe, when paft its bloom. 

As withcr'd rofes yield a late perfume. 

Serene, and fafc from pafliotTs ilormy rage^ 
How calm they glide into the port of age ! 
Of the rude voyage left depriv'd than eas'd; 
More tir'd rfian pain*d, and weakcfi'd than dikis*d. 
For health on age, 't is temperance nmft bfftow j 
And peace from piety alone caji flow ; 
And all the incenfe bounteous Jove requirer^ 
iia^ fweet« for him who feeds the facred fiv^^w— 

P % %V*"Ciw 
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In cloift^rM ftat^ let felHAi iages dwells 

Proud that their heart is narrow as their cell t 

And boaft their mazy labyrinth of rules. 

Far lefs the friends of virtue, than the fools $ 

Yet fuch in vain thy favouring fmiles. pretend ; 

For he is thine, who provet bis country *8 fnend. 

Thus when my life wcll-fpent the good enjoy. 

And the mean enviqus laboi^r to de^y ; 

When, %ongly lur'd by fame's cont^oiu fl&rinej 

I yet devote my choicer vows to thine j 

If all my tolls thy promia'd favour cUuni, 

O lead thy favourite through the gates of fame f 

He ceas'd his vows, and, with difdainliil air. 
He turn'd to blaft the late exulting fair. 
But vaniihM, fled to fome move friendly (bore. 
The confcious phantom*s beauty pleased no n\ore i 
Convinced, her fpurious^ charms of drefs and. fac^ 
ClaimM a quick ^onquefl, or a fure difgrace. 
Fantaftic power ! wJijpft tr^jiei^t charms allur'd. 
While error's mift the resUonin|^ xnind oblpur'd i 
Not fuch the vifbefs, virtue's, conAaat queen,. 
EndurM the te^ of tfv^fi^ a^ <)ar'd bi^ fe^^ 
Her Drigkteniag forn?. auf). features f^em^d to owi^ 
'T waj ^llr her wi(h, h|er io^ereft, tp bf ki¥>^»ii » 
And when his longing view. th« fair dAciJiii;<^ 
Left a full iiTi^ge qf l)^r ck»imn. k^imi*. 

Thus reigns the moon, with furtive ()>l«ndor omwft'dy 
While glooms op^fs us, and tliick (badet Ammmd. 
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But let the Tource of light its beams diQ)lay, 
Languid and faitit the niimic flames dec^y^ 
And all the fickening fplendor fades a^tray^ - 



I 



The Progress of T A 8 T E* 

o' R, 

The Fat b of DELI C A C Y. 

A POEM on the Temper and Studies of the 
Author ; and how great a Misfortane it is, 
for a Man of fmall Eftate to have much Taste* 

PART the F i R S IC** 

p E R H A P S fotnc ckmd eclipsM th« d^y, 

■* When thus I tun'd my penfive lay. 

f* The ihip is launchM-^ve catch die gale^* . 

On life's extended oceatt ^1 : 

For hap{iine& our courfe we bendy 

Our ardent cryy ottr general end I 

Yet^ ah ! the fcenes which tempt our tare 

Are like the forms difpersM in air, ' * 

Still dancing near dift>rderM eyes f 

And weakeft his, who beft deicries I 

Yet let me not my birth-right barteiv 

(For wilhing is the poet's chartier j 

All bards have leave to wiih what 's wanted^ 

Thoi^h few e'er found tl«it mtolft ^t«EwX3eA.\ 
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Extenlive field j where poets pride them 
In finging all that is denyM them.) 

For humble eafe, ye powers ! I pray ;. 
That plain wann fuit for ev'ry day ! 
And pleafure, and brocade, bcftow j 
To flaunt it— once a month, or fa. 
The firft for conftant wear we want ; 
The firft, ye powers ! for ever grant j 
But conftant wear the laft bcfpattci-s. 
And turns the tiflue into tatters. 

Where'er my vagrant courfe I bend. 
Let me fecure one faithful friend. 
Let me, in public fcenes, requeft 
A friend of wit and tafte, well drefs'd ; 
And, if I muft not hope fucli favour, 
A friend of wit and tafte, however^ 

Alas ! that wifdom ever fhuns 
To congregate her fcatter'd fons j 
Whofe nervous forces well combinM 
Woxild win the field, and fway mankind. 
The fool will fqueeze, from mom to night. 
To fix his follies full in fight ; 
The note he ftrikes, the plume he ftiows, 
Attra6l whole flights cf fops and beaux $ 
And kindred-fools, who ne'er had known him. 
Flock at the fight ; carefs, and own him. 
But ill-ftarrM fenfe, nor gay nor loud, 
StealM foft on tip-toe, through the crowd ; 
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f 'onveys his meagre form between 5 
And Aides, like pervious air, unfecn : 
Contrails his known tenuity. 
As tliougli 'twere ev'n a crime, to be : 
Nor ev'n permits his eyes to ftray. 
And win acquaintance in their way. 

In company, fo mean his air. 
You fcarce are confcious he is there : 
Till from fomc nook, like fliarpenM ftcel,. 
Occurs his face's thin profile. 
Still leeming, from the gazer's eye. 
Like Venusx newly bath'd, to fly. 
Vet, while relu£lant he difplays 
His real gems before the blaze. 
The fool hath, in its center, plac'd 
His tawdry ilock of painted paftc 
Dilusd to fpeak, he tries his (kill ; 
Speaks coldly, and fuccccds but ill ; 
Ills penfive manner, dulnefs deem'd ; 
His modefty, refer\'e efteem'd j 
His wit unknown, his learning vain,. 
He wins not one of all the train. 
And tliofe who, mutually known. 
In friendship's faireft lift had fhone, 
Lcfs prone, than pebbles, to unite. 
Retire to fhades from public fight j 
Grow favage, quit their focial nature i 
And ftarve, to ftudy mutual fatire. 

But friends, and favourites, to chagrin them. 
Find counties, countries, fea* bctwtcti X^rrtr. \ 

4 V^ 
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Meet once a year> then part, and then 
Ketiring, wifli to meet again. 

Sick of the thought, let me provtde. 
Some human foim to grace my fide ; 
At hand, where'er I ftiape my cootCe } 
An ufeful, pliant, ftalking-herfe ! 

No gefture free from £bmc grimace ; 
No feam, without its ftare of lace j 
But, mark'd with gold or filvcr cither. 
Hint where his coat was piccM together. 
His legs be lengthened, I adrife, 
And ftockings roU'd abridge his thiglw. 
What though Vandyck had other rules. 
What had Vandyck to do with fools ? 
Be nothing wanting, but his mind : 
Before, a folitaure j behind, 
A twifted ribbon, like the track 
Which nature gives an afs*s back. 
Silent as midnight ! pity 'twere 
His wifdom's {lender wealth to- (hare ! 
And, whilft in flocks our fancies ftray. 
To wilh the poor man's lamb away. 

This form attrafting every eye, 
I ftrole all unregarded by : 
This wards the jokes of every kind, 
As an umbrella fun or wind-; 
Oo lil^e a fpunge, abforbs the fallies. 
And peftilential fumes of mafice j 
Or, like a l^lendid ^\dd> U fit 
To fcrecn the umvV^tH tww&^m^*v\s 



MORAL PIECES^ ^t ^ 

Or what ibxnc gentler cit lets fall. 
As wool-packs quafh the leaden b«ll» 

Alliifions thefe of weaker force. 
And apter ftill the ftalkuig-horfe ! 

O let me wander all unfeen, 
Beneatli the ran£lion of his mien ! 
As Klies foft, as rofes fair » 
Empty as air-pumps drain'd of air I 
With fteady eye and pace remark 
The fpeckled flock that haunts the park • i 
Level my pen with wondrous heed 
At follies flocking there to feed t 
And, as my fatire biirfts aouin. 
See, feather'd foppery ftrew thiC plain. 

But when I feek my rural grove. 
And ftiai-e the peaceful haunts I love. 
Let none of this unhallowM train 
My fweet fequefter'd paths profane. 
Oft may fome polifhM virtuous friend 
To tlie foft-winding vales defcend 3 
And love with me inglorious things. 
And fcom with me the pomp of kings s 
And check me, when my bofom bums 
For ftatues, paintings, coins, and urns. 
For I in Damon^s prayer could join. 
And Damon^s wifh might now be mine- 
But all difpersM ! the wifti,. the prayer, 
Arc driven to mix with common air. 

♦ St. JamwH. 
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TT O W happy once was Damon's lot, 
-■• -■• While yet romantic fchemes were not I 
Ere yet he fent his weakly eyes. 
To plan frail caiUes in the fkies i 
Forfaking pleafures cheap and common. 
To court a blaze, ftill flitting from one. 

Ah happy Damon ! thrice and more. 
Had tafte ne'er touch'd thy tranquil /horet 

Oh days ! when to a girdle ty'd 
The couples jingled at his fide ; 
And Damon fwore he would not barter 
The fportfman's girdle, for a garter I 

Whoever came to kill an hour. 
Found eafy Damon in their power j 
Pure focial nature all his guide, 
" Damon had not a grain of pride." 

He wifh'd not to elude the fnares 
Which knavery plans, and craft prepai-es i 
But rather wealth to crov»m their wiles ; 
And win their univerfal fmiles : 
For who are chearful, who at eafc. 
But they who cheat us as they pleafe ? 

He wink'd at many a grofs defign. 
The new-fall'n calf might countermine : 
Thus every fool allowM his merit 3 
'' yes! Damon\iada^ii«Q>a»%c\xV* 
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A coxcomb's jeft, however vile. 
Was fure, at leaft, cf Damon's fmile s 
That coxcomb ne'er denied him fcnfe 5 
For why ? it proved his own pretence : 
All own'd, were modefty away, 
Damon could (hine as much as they. 

When wine -and folly came in feafon, 
Damon ne'er ftrove to fave his reafon ; 
Obnoxious to the mad uproar : 
A fpy upon a. hoftile fhore ! 
'Twas this his company endeai^d : 
Mirth -never came'till he appeared : 
His lodgings— every drawer could (how them ; 
The flave was kick'd, who did not know them. 

Thus Damon, (hidious of his eafe. 
And pleafing all, wliom mirth could pleafe $ 
Dcfy'd the world, like idle Colley, 
To fliew a fofter word than folly. 
Since wifdom's gorgon-ihield was known 
To ftare the gazer into ftone ; 
He chofe to tiiift in folly's charm. 
To keep his breaft alive and warm. 

At length grave learning's fober train 
Kemark'd the trifler with difdain 5 
The fons of tafte contemn'd his ways. 
And rank'd him with the brutes that graze ; 
While they to nobler heights afpir'd, 
And grew belov'd, efteem'd, admir'd. 

Hence with our youth, not void of fpirit. 
His old companions loft their mmt ; 
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And every kind well-naturM fot 
Seem'd a disU play^ without a plot ; 
Where every yawning gtieft agrees. 
The willing xreature ftrives to pleafe t 
But temper never could anrafe j 
It barely led u$ to excufe ) 
'Twas true, converfing ihey tver'd, 
All they had lecn, or fek or heard ^ 
Talents of weight! for wights Hke eheie. 
The law might chufe for witnefle* t 
But fure th' attefting dry nairation 
111 fuits a judge of converfatioa. 

• What were their freedoms ? nacre excuies. 
To vent ili-nmuiefis biaws, aikt bniile*. 
Yet freedom, gallant freedom ! haiiing. 
At form, at form,, incdi&at railing. 
Would they examine eacb oflbnce. 
Its latent caufe, ite known pretence. 
Punctilio xie''er was known to breed tbem. 
So fure as fond proUilc freedom. 
Their coui-age ? but a loaded gun ; 
Machine the wiiir would wifbtb fhun^ 
Its guard unfafe^ its lock an ill one. 
Where accident mighf fire atid kill one. 

In ihort, di^goAedi out of meafure,. 
Through much contempr, atidr flender pUaluKV 
His fenfe of dignity retuiif» $ 
His native prkk bie boibm bums | 
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He feeks refpeft— but how ta gaiin it ? 
Wit, focial mirth, could ne'er obtsun it s 
And laughter, where it reigns uacheck*d^ 
Diicards and difHpates refpe^. 
The man who gravely bowb, enjoys it j 
But (haking liands, at once, deftroys it. 
Precarious plant, which, fre(h and gay. 
Shrinks at the touch, an<) fades away ! 

Come theji, referve ! yet from thy.ti*ajin 
Baniih contempt, and curii' diiUaiit. 
Teach me, he cryM, thy magic art. 
To aft the decent diftant part : 
To hufband well my complaifance. 

Nor let ev'n wit to^ fur advance ; 

But chufe calm reaibn for my theme. 

In thefe her royal realins fupreme ; 

And o'er her charms, with caution ihown. 

Be dill a graceful umbrage throwi| j 

And each abrupter period crown'd> 

With nods, and winks, and finiles profound> 

Till, refcued from tlie crowd beneath. 

No more with pain to move or breatiie, 

I rife with head elate, to fhare 

Salubrious draughts of purer air. 

Refpeft is won by grave pretence 

And filence, furer ev'n than lenfe— 
'Tis hence the lacred grandeur fpring? 

Of Eaftern— and of other kings. 

Or whence this awe to virtue due. 

While virtue *« diftant at Peru? 
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Tli£ fiieathlcfs fword the guard difplays. 
Which round emits its dazzling rays i 
The ftately fort, the turrets tall, 
PortcullisM gate, and battled wall, 
X.ef8 fcreens the body, than controU, 
And wards contempt from royal fouls. 

The crowns they wear but check the eye. 
Before it fondly pierce too nigh j 
That dazzled crowds may be employed 
Around the furface of — the void. 
O! *tis the ftatefman's craft profound 
To fcatter his amufements round ! 
To tempt us from their confcious breafl, ' 
Where full-fledg'd crimes enjoy their neft. 
Nor awes us ^very worth -reveard 
•So deeply, as each vice concealed. 

The lordly log, difpatchM of yore# 
That the frog people might adore. 
With guards to keep them at a diftaivce, 
Hadvreigird, nor wanted wit's afliftance : 
Nay— had addreffes from his nation. 
In praife of log-adminiftration. 

PART TH£ TsH I R D, 

'Tp HE buoyant fires of youth were o'er, 

-■' And fame and finery pleas'd no more | 
Produftive of that general ftare. 
Which cool reflation ill can bear ! 
And, crowds commencing mere vexation^ 
Jietirement fent \ts vtvVvtsAioik* ' 
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Romantic fcenes of pendent hills, 
J^nd verdant vales, and falling rills. 
And mofly banks, the fields adorn. 
Where Damon, fimple fwain, was bom. 

The Dryads rear'd a (hady grove ; 
Where iuch as think, and fuch as love. 
May fafely figh their fummer's day 5 
Or mufe their filent hours away. 

The Oreads lik'd tlie climate well ; 
And taught the level plain to (well , 

In verdant mounds, from whence the eye 
Might all their larger works defcry. 

The Naiadr'pour'd their urns around, 
- From nodding rocks o*er vales profound. . 
They form'd their ftreams to pleafethe view. 
And bade them wind, as ferpents do : 
. And having (hewn them where to.flray. 
Threw little pebbles in their way. 

There Fancy, all-fagacions maid. 
Had at their feveral talks furvey*d : 
She faw and fmilM ; and oft would lead 
Our Damon's foot o'er hill and mead j 
There, with defcriptive finger, trace 
The genuine beauties of the place ; 
And when Ihe all its charms had fhewn^ 
Prefcribe impi^vements of her own. 

" See yonder hill, fo green, fo round. 
Its brow with ambient beeches crown'd ! 
■•Twould well become thy gentle care 
1*0 raife a dgmc to Venus thert ; 
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Pleas'd would the nymphs thy zeal furvey j 
I And Venus, in their arms, repay. 

*Twas fuch a fhade, and fuch a nook. 

In fuch a vale, near fuch a brook j 

From fuch a rocky fragment fpringing ; 

That famM Apollo chofe, to fmg in. 

There let an altar wrought with art 

Engage thy tuneful patron's heart. 

How charming there to mufe and warble 

Beneath his buft of breathing marble ! 

With laurel wreath and mimic lyre. 

That crown a poet's vaft defire. 

Then, near it, fcoop the vaulted cell 

Where Mufic's * charming maids may dwell ; 

Prone to indulge thy tender paffion, 
And make thee many an afiTignation. 
Deep in the grove's obkure retreat 
Be piac'd Minerva's facred feat j 
There let her awful turrets rife, 
(For wildom flies from vulgar eyes :) 
There her calm diilatcs ftialt thou hear 
Diftin£lly ftrike thy liftening ear : 
And who would (hun the pleafmg labour. 
To have Minerva for his neighbour ?" 

In Ihort, fo charm'd each wild fuggeftion. 
Its truth was little call'd in queftion : 
And Damon dreamt he faw the fawns. 
And Nymphs, diftinaiy, ikim the lawns j 

Na 
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Kow trac'd amid the trees, and then 
JLoft in the circling fhades again. 
With leer oblique their lover viewing « 
And Cupid — panting— and purfuing— 
Fancy, enchanting fair, he cry'd, 
Be thou my goddefs ! thou ray guide ! 
For thy bright viHons I defpife 
What foes may think, or friends advife. 
The feign'd concern, when folks furvey 
Expence, time, ftudy, caft awayj 
The real fplecn, with which they fee : 
1 pleafe myfelf, and follow the:. 

Thus glow'd his bread by fancy warm'd ; 

And thus the fairy landflcip charmM. 

But moft he hop\l his ccnftant care 
Might win the favour of the fair ; 

And, wandering late through yonder glade. 

He thus tlie foft dclign betray 'd. 

** Ye doves ! for %vho;H I rear'd the grove. 

With melting lays faiute my love ! 

My Delia with your notes detain. 

Or I have I'car'd the grove in vain ! 

Ye flowers ! which early fpiing fupplie», 

Difplay at once your brighteil dyes ! 

That fhe your opening chaims may fee; 

Ov what were elfe your chaims to me ? 

Kind zephyr ! I rafli each fragrant flower. 

And flic-d its odours round my bowery 

Or ne'er again, O gentle wind ! 

Shall I, in thee, rcfrclhment find. 
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Ye ftreams, if e'er your banks I lov'd,. 
Jf e'er your native founds improv'd. 

May each foft murmur foothe my. fair j 

Or, oh, 'twjii deepen my defpair ! 

Be fure, ye willows ! you be fccn 

Array'd in Jivdieft robes of green j 
^Or I will tear your flighted boughs. 

And let them fade around ray brows. 

And thou, my grot ! wjiofe lonely bounds 

The melancholy pine.furrouijds ! 

May fhe admire tliy peaceful gloom, 
'Or tliou ftialt prove her lover's tomb.'* 
And now the lofty domes were rear'd ; 

Loud laugh'd the fquirqs, the rabble ftar'd, 

" See, ijeighbours, what our Pamon 's doing f 
.1 think forae folks are fond of ruin I 

I faw his flieep at random ftray — 
But he has thrown his crook away— 
And builds fuch huts, as in foul weather^ 
Are fit for iheep nor fhepherd neither." 

Whence came, the fober ^vain mifled ? 
Why, Phoebus put it in his head. 
Phoebus befriends him, we are told j 
And Phoebus coins bright tons of gold. 
"•Twere prudent not to be fo vain on 't, 
I think he '11 never touch a grain on 't. 
And if, from Phoebus, and his Muf^ 
Mere earthly lazinefs enfues ; 
•Tis plain, for aught that I can fay. 
The Devil infpvre%, ^%^^\"W^^^» 
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^ they— while fools of gfofler kind, 
Lefs weeting what our baiid defignM, 
Impute his fchemes to real eVil j 
That in thefe haunts he met the Devil. 

He ownM, though their advice was vain,' 
It fuited wights who trod the plain : 
For dulnefs— though he might abhof it— 
In them he made allowance for it. 
Nor wonder'dy if, beholding mottoe. 
And urns, and domes, and cells, and grotto v 
Folks, little dreaming of the Mufes, 
Were plagu'd to guel's their proper ufes. 

But did the Mufes haunt his cell f 
Or in his dome did Venus dwell ? 
Did Pallas in his counfels (hare ? 
The Delian god reward his prayer ? 
Or did Ilia zeal engage the fair f 
When all the ftruftures flione compleat j 
Not much convenient, wondrous neat ; 
Adorn'd with gilding, painting, planting. 
And the fair guefts alone were wanting } 
Ah, me ! ('twas Damon's own confeflion). 
Came poverty and took pofTedion. 

PART THE FOURTH; 

T T r H Y droops my Damon, whilft he roves 

^ ^ Through ornamented meads and groves f ' 
Near columns, obelifks, and fpires, 
Which every critic eye admires ? 



I 
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'Tis poverty, detefted maid. 
Sole tenant of their ample ihade ! 
*Tit (lie, tliat robd him of his caie ; 
And bids their very charms difylcafc^ 
But now, by fancy long coatrourdy 
And with the fons of tafte enroird. 
He decm'd it (hameful to commence 
Firft minifter to common fenfc i 
Far more elated, to purfue 
The loweft taik of dear vcrtu. 

And now behold his lofty fouF, 
That whilom flew from pole to po?e. 
Settle on fome elaborate flower ; 
And, like a bee, the fweets devour ! 
Now, of a rofe enamour'd, prove 
The wild folicitudes of love ! 
Now, in a lily's cup enflirin'd, 
Forego the commerce of mankind ! 

As in thefc toils he wore away 
The calm remainder of his day ; 
Condudling fun, and fliade, and (hower. 
As moft might glad the new-bom ftower. 
So fate ordainM before his eye — 
Starts up the long-fought butterfly ! 
While, fluttering round, her plumes unfold 
Celeftial crimfon, dropt with gold. 

Adieu, ye bands of flowerets fair ! 
The living beauty claims his care. 
For this he ftrips— nor bolt, nor chain^ 
Could DauaonH waira ^ur'JwA xfi^T'aAiv* 
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See him o^er hill, morafs, or mound. 
Where'er the fpeckled game is found. 
Though bent with age, with zeal purfue 5 
And totter towards the prey in view. 

Nor rock, nor ftream, his fteps retard. 
Intent upon the bleft reward ! 
One vafTal fly repays the chace ! 
A wing, a film, rewards the race ! 
Rawards him, though difeafe attend. 
And in a fatal forfeit end. 
So fierce Camilla (kimm'd the plain, 
Smit with the purple's pleafing ftain. 
She ey'd intent the glittering ftranger. 
And knew, alas ! nor fear, nor danger : 
Till deep within her panting heart. 
Malicious fate impcU'd the dart ! 

How ftudious he what favourite food 
Regales dame nature's tiny brood ? 
What junkets fat the filmy people ! 
And what liqueurs they chufe to tipple I 

Behold him, at fome crife, prefcribe. 
And raife with drugs the fickening tribe ! 
Or haply, when their fpirits fau'tcr, 
Sprinkling^ my Lord of Cloyne's tar- water. 

When nature's brood of infe6l» dies. 
See how he pimps for amorous flies ! 
See him the timely Aiccour lend her. 
And help the wantons to engender ! 

Or fee him guard their pregnant hour^ 
Exert his foft ob/lctric power ; 
0^4 
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And, lending each his lenient hand. 
With new-bom grabs enrich the land ! 

* O Wilks ! what poet's loftieft lays 
Can match-thy labours, and thy praife ? 
Immortal fage ! by fate decreed 
'To guard the moth's illuftrious breed ; 
Till fluttering fwarms on fwarms arife. 
And all our wardrobes teem with flies ! 

And muft vx praife this tafte for toys ? 
Admire it then in girls and boys. 
Ye youths of fifteen years, or more, 
Reflgn your moths — the feafon 's o'er. 
'Tis time more fecial joys to prove ; - 
'Twere now your nobler tafk — to love. 
Let « * * *'s eyes more deeply warm ^ 
Nor, flighting nature's faireft form. 
The bias of your fouls determine 
Towards the mean love of nature's vermin. 

But, ah ! how wondrous few have known. 
To give each ftage of life its own ! 

'Tis the pretexta's utmoft bound. 
With radiant purple edg'd around. 
To pleafe the child ; whofe glowing dyes 
• Too long delight maturer eyes : 
And few, but witli regret, aflume 
The plain-wrought labours of the loom. 

Ah I 

♦ Aiiuding to moths and butterflies delineated by 
Benjamin Wilks. See bi^ -^^ wg^t&N^ ^xo.^^'iA'w. 
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Ah ! let not me by fancy fteer. 
When life's autumnal clouds, appear ; 
Nor ev'n in leaming*s iongnlelays 
Confume my faireft, fruitlefs days : 
Like him, who fhould in armottr fpend 
The fumsthat armour ihould defend. 

A while, in pleafore'« myrtlie bower. 
We (hare her imiles, and blefe her power : • 
But find at laft, we vainly ftrive 
To fix the worft coquette alive. 

O you ! that with aifiduous flame 
Have long purfued the faithlefs dame ; * 
Forfake her foft abodes u while. 
And dare her frown, and flight her fmile«" 
Nor fcom, whatever wits may fay. 
The foot-path road, the king's high-way. 
No more the fcrupulous charmer teize. 
But feek the roofs of honeft eafe j 
The rival fair, no more purfued. 
Shall there with forward pace intrude j 
Shall there her every art efTay, 
To win you to her flighted fway j 
And grant your fcom a glance more fair 
Than e'er flie gave your fondefl prayer. 

But would you happinefs purfue ? 
Partake both eafe, and pleafure too ? 
Would you, through all your days, difpenfc 
The joys of rcaibn, and of fenfe ? 

I ^^ 
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Or give to life the mod you can, 
Let focial virtue jfhape the plan. 
For does noi to the virtuous deeed 
A train of pleafing fweets fucceed .^ 
Or, like the fwtets of wild defire. 
Did focial plculures ever tire ? 

Yet midft the groupe be fome preferred. 
Be fome abhorr'd— for Damon err'd; 
And fuch there are— of fair addrefs— 
As 't were unfocial to carefs. 
O learn by reafcn's equal rule 
Tq fhun the praife of knave, or fool 1 
Then, though you deem it better ftill 

To gain fome i*uftic Tquirc's good willj 

And fouls, however mean or vile. 

Like features, brighten by a fmile ; 
Vet reafon holds it for a crime. 

The trivial breaf^ Ihould ihare thy time ; 

And virtue, with reluftant eyes. 

Beholds this human facrif^ce ! 

Through deep refervc, and air ereft, 

Miftaken Damon won refpeft ; 

But could the fpecious homage pafs. 

With any creature, but an afs ? 

If confcicus, they who fear'd the fKin, 

Would fcorn the flugglfh brute witliin. 

What awe-ftruck flaves tlie towers enclofc. 

Where Perfian monarchs eat and doze ! 



\ 



MORAL PIECES. 135 

What proftrate reverence all agree. 
To pay a prince they never fee ! 
Mere vaffals of a royal throne ! 
The fophi*s virtues muft be (hewn. 
To make the reverence his own. 

As for Thalia-^wouldft thou make her 
Thy bride without a portion? — take her* 
She will with duteous care attend. 
And all thy duteous hours befriend ; 
Will fwell thy joys, will ihare thy pain ; 
With thee rejoice, with thee complain 5 
Will fmooth thy pillow, pleat thy bowers j. 
And bind'thy aching head with flowers » 
But be this previous maxim known. 
If thou canft feed on love alone : 
If, bleft with her, thou canft fuftaia 
Contempt, and poverty, and pain ; 
If fo — then rifle all her graces — 
And fruitful be your fond embraces. 

Too foon, by caitiff-fpleen infpir'd. 
Sage Damon to his groves retirM : 
The path difclaim'd by fober reafon j 
Retirement claims a later feafon ; 
Ere a^live youth and warm defires 
Have quite withdrawn their lingering fires. 
With the warm bofom, ill agree, 
Or limpid ftream, or fhady tree. 
Love lurks within the rofy bower, 
And claims the fpeculative hour; 
Ambition finds his calm retrc^Jt, 
And bids his pulfe too fietccVj \i^^.\.\ '^"*' 



»36 S HENS TONE'S POEMS. 

Ev'n focial frkndfhip duns his ear» 

And cites him to the public fphere, 

Poes he refift their genuine force ? 

His temper tajces ibme froward cottrfe | • 

Till paffion, mifdi«£ted, fighs 

For weeds, or fheiU> or grtibs, or fii^^l 

Far happiefl he, whofe early days 
Spent in the focial paths of praife. 
Leave, furly printed on his mind^ 
A train of yirtiious deeds behind j 
From this rich fund, the memory draws'^ 
The lafting meed of felf-applaufe. 

Such fair ideas lend their aid 
To people their fequefter'd fhade. 
Such are the naiads, nymphs, and fauns. 
That haunt his floods, or chear his lawns.- 
If, where his devious ramble ftrays. 
He virtue's radiant form furvcys 5 
She feems no longer now to wear 
The rigid mien, the frown fevere *; 
To ihew him her remote abode ; 
To point the rocky arduous road : 
But from each flower, his fields allow. 
She twines a garland for his brow. 

OECO- 

* Alluding to^the allegory in Cebes's tablet* 



MORAL PIE C E S. iitf 

O E C O N O M y, 

A R H A P S O D y , addrcfled to young Poe t»* 

«^< Infanis ; omnes gelidis quaecunque lacernis 

-** ^unt tibi, Nafones Virgiliofque vide?." JMai^T^ 

PART the FIRST. 

^TT^O.you, yc bards ! whofe laviih breaft require 
•*' This monitory lay, the ftrains belong j 

jI>Jor think forae raifer vents his fapient faw> 

. Or forae dull cit, unfeeling of the charms 
That tempt profufion, fmgs j while friendly zea^ 
To guard from fatal ills the tribe he loves, 
Infpires the meaneft of the Mufes' train I 
Like you I loath the groveling progeny, 
Whofe wily arts, by creeping time maturM, 
Advance them high oh power's tyrannic throng s 
To lord it diere in gorgeous ufeleffnefs. 
And fpum fuccefslefs worth that pines below! 

See the rich churl, amid the focial fons 
Of wine and wit, regaling ! hark he joins 
In the free jeft delighted ! feems to fhew 
A meliorated heart ! he Jauglis I jie fings ! 
Songs of gay import, madrigals of glee. 
And diiinken anthems fet agape the board. 

J- ike De»ca, ia the J>lay, benign and mild* 
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And pouring forth benevolence of foul, 
Till Micio wonders : or, in Shakefpear's line, 
Obftreperous Silence ; drowning Shallow's voice. 
And (lartling Falftaft, and his mad compeers. 

He owns 'tis prudence, ever and anon. 
To fmooth his careful brow ! to let his purfe 
Ope to a fixpence's diameter ! 
He likes our ways ; he owns the wn.ys of wit 
Are ways of pleafaumre, and deferve regard. 
True we are dainty good fociety. 
But what art thou ? alas ! confider well. 
Thou bane of fecial pleafure, know thyfelf. 
Thy fell approach, like fome invafive damp 
Breath 'i through the pores of eaith from Stygian caves, 
Deftroy the lamp of miith j the lamp which we 
Its flamens boaft to guard : we know not how. 
But at thy fight the fading flame aflumes 
A ghaftly blue, and in a ftench expires. 

True^ thou feem'ft chang'd 5 all fainted, all enflcy'd 
The trembling teai-s that charge thy melting eyes 
Say thou art honeft, and of gentle kind. 
But all is falfe ! an intermitting figh 
Condemns each hour, each mo;nent giv'n to frailes. 
And deems thofe only loft, thou doft not lofe. 
Ev'n for a demi groat, this openM foul, 
This boon companion, this elaftic breaft 
Revibrates quick ; and fends the tuneful tongue 
To lavifli mufic on the rugged walls 
Offomc dark dungeotv. "Wttvc^ xJaaM caitiff, fly 1 
Touch jiot my gMs, \\or eLmtim>j ^^tx^^\.Wv. 
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Monfter, ingrate ! beneath one common Iky 

Why fliouldlt thou breathe ? beneath one common roof 

Tnou ne^er ihalt harbour; nor my little boat 

Receive a foul with crimes to prefs it down. 

Go to tliy bags, tlicu recreant! hourly go, 

And, gazing there, bid them be wit, be mirth^ 

Be converfation. Not a face that fmiles 

Admit thy prei'ence ! not a foul that glows 

With fecial purport, bid or ev'ii or mom 

Invert the happy! but when life declines. 

May thy fure heirs ft and tittering round thy bed. 

And, ufherirg in tlieir favourites, burft thy locks* 

And fill their lamps with gold ; till want and care 

With joy depart, and cry, " Wc a(k no more." 

Ah never never may th' harmonious mind 
Enc'.v.re the worldly! poets, c\er void 
Of guile, diilrulllefs, fcom the treafur'd gold. 
And fpum the mifer, fpurn his deity. 
Baianc'd wjth friendihip, in the poet's eye 
The rival fcale of intereft kicks the beam. 
Than lightning fwifter. From l;is cavem^d ftore 
The fordid foul, with felf-applaufe, remarks 
The kind propen(i.ty ; remarks and fmiles. 
And hies with impious hade to fpread the Ihare. 
liim we deride, and in our comic fcenes 
Contemn the niggard form Moliere has dnqvn. 
Vv'e loath with juftice; but alas the pain 1 • 

To bow the knee before this calf of gold j 
Implore his envious aid, and meet hi%'£tQ(^inEL\ 

4 "^^ 
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But *tis not Gomez, *tis not he whofe heart 
Is cniAed o>r with droC$, whofe callous mind 
Is fenfelefs as bis gold, the flighted Muie 
Intenfeiy loatlis. !Tis fure no equal talk 
To pardon hiniy who. laviflies his wealth 
■ On racer, fox-hound, hawk, or fpaniel, all 
But human merit ; who with gold eflays 
.All, but the nobleft pleafure, to remove 

• The want of genius, and its fmiles enjoy. 

But yi u, ye titled youths ! whofe nobler zesd 
;. Would bumiih o'er your coronets with fame 9 
t Who Uften pleased when poet tunes his lay 9 
^ Permit iiim not, in diftant folitudes, 
To pine, to lang^iih out the fleeting hours 
.^f aftive youth ! then virtue pants for praife 

• Thatfeafpn unadomM, the carelefs bard 

~ <2uits your worn threfliold, and like honeflr Gay 

> Contemns the niggard boon ye time fo ill. 
Your favors then, like trophies given the tomb> 
"Th' enfranchisM fpirit foaring not perceives, 
Oriboms pereeiv'd ; and execrates tlie froile 
Whicbbade his vigorous bloom, to treacherous h<^ 
And fcrvile cares a prey, expire in vain ! — 

Two lawlcft powers, engaged by mutual hate 
In cndlefs war, beneath dieir .flags enroll 
The vaflal worW* This avarice is nam'd. 
That luxury ; 'tis true-^ieir partial friends 

JVflign them ^ftcp names ; ufurpers both ; 

That {hare by d^nt ot anft% xSa^a V»^ throne 
^iDfjuA oeconoroy •, yet bgxXi Vxs^i ^ 
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By fraud ful minifters. Th« niggard chief, 

Xiftening to want, all faithlefs, and prepared. 

To join each moment in his riirars train. 

His condii6l models by the needlefs fears 

The flave infpires j while luxury, a chief 

Of ampleft faith, to plenty's ^ule^^efigns 

His whole campaign. 'Tis j^enty's flattering ibvnds 

Engrofs his ear^ 'tis plenty's fmiling form 

-Moves ftill before his eyes. Difcretion ftrivesy 

But ftrives in vain, to banifh from the throne 

The perjur'd minion. He, fecure of trnft^ 

With latent malice to the hoftile camp 

Day, night, and hour, his monarch's wealth conveys. 

Ye towering minds ! ye fublimatcd fouls ! 
Who, carelefs of your fortunes, feal and fign, 
iSet, let, <:ontra6l, acquit., with eafier mien 
Than fops take fiiufF ! whofe oeconomic care 
Your green-filk purfe engrofles ! eafy, pleas'd. 
To fee gold fparkle through the fubtle folds ; 
Lovely;, as when th' Hefperian fruitage fmil'd 
Amid the verdurous grove ! who fondly hope 
spontaneous harvefts ! harvefts all the year ! 
Who fcatter wealth, as though the radiant crop 
Glitter'd on every bough 5 and every bough 
Like that the Trojan gathered, once avuls'd 
Were by a fplendid fucceflbr fupply'd 
Inftant, fpontaneous ! liften to my lays. 
For 'tis not fools, whate'cr proverbial phrafe 
Have long decreed, that quit with greateft eafe 
The treafur'd gold. Of words indeed ^t:<^{\\^«^ 
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Of gold tenacious, their torpefccnt foul 
Clenches tlieir coin, and what ele6tral fire 
Shall folve the frofty gripe, and bid it flow ? 
'Tis genius, fancy, Aat to wild expence 
Of health ! of treafure ! ftimulates the foul : 
Thefe, with officious care, and fatal art, 
Jraprove the vinous flavour; thcfc the fmilc 
Of Cloe fofien ; thefe the glare of drefs 
Illume ; the glittei'ing chariot gild anew. 
And add flrange wifdom to the furs of power. 

Alas ! that he, amid the race of men. 
That he, who thinks of pureft gold with fcorn. 
Should with unfated appetite demand. 
And vainly court, the pleafure it procures ! 
When fancy's vivid fpark impels the foul 
To fcorn quotidian fcenes, tofpurn thy blifs 
Of vulgar minds, what noftrum ihall compofc 
Its fatal tenfion ? in what lonely vale 
Of balmy medicine's various field, afpires 
The bleft refrigerant ? Vain, ah rain the hope 
Of future peace, tliis orgafm uncontrol'd ! 
Impatient, hence, of all the frugal mind 
Kequires j to eat, to drink, to (lecp, to fill 
A cheft with gold, the fprightly bread dem;inds 
IncefTant rapture j life, a tedious load 
^ Deny'd its continuity of joy. 
But whence obtain ? philofophy requires 
No lavifli cofti to crown its utmoft prayer 
Suffice the*root-bullt cell, the fimple fleece, 
Tht juicy viand, atvd tV\t cr^fc^l ftreara. 
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^v'n mild (hipidity re.vv^r^s her train 

With cheap contentment. Tafte alone requires 

Entire profufion I Days and nights, and hours^ 

Thy voice, hydropic -fancy ! calls aloud 
^or coftly draughts, inundant bowls of joy, 
Jlivers of rich regalement ! feas of blifs I . 
5eas without fhore ! infinity of fweets ! 
And yet, unlefs fa^e reafon join her hand 

In pleafure's purchafe, pleafure is unfure : 

And yet, unlefs oeconomy's confent 

Legitimate expence, fomcgracelefs mark. 

Some fymptom ili-conceal'd, ftiall, foon or late, 

Burft like a pimple from, the vicious tide 

Of acid l^lopd, proclaiming want's difeafe, 

Amidft the bloom of fhew. The fcanty llream 

Slow-loitering in its channel, fecms to vie 

With Vaga's depth j. but fhould the fedgy power 

Vain-glorious en;pty his penurious urn 

O'er the rough rock, how muft hjs -fellow ftreamt , 

Deride the tinklings of the boaftive rill ! 
I not aipire to mark the; dubious path 

That leads to wealth, to px)ets markM in vain! 

But, ere felf-flattery footh the vivid breaft 

With dreams of fortune near ally'd to fiame, 

Rcfleft h^w few, who charmed the liftening ear 

Of fatrap or of king, her finiles enjoy'd ! 

Confider well, what meagre alms repayM 

The great Masonian, fu;e of tuneful fong. 

And prototype of all that foar'd fublime, 
^ .^nd left dull cares below 5 what ^r\d* ykvo^^ 

R X -^^^^ 
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The modeft bard of leam'd Eliza's reign 
To fwell with tears his Mulla's parent ftream^ 
And mourn aloud the pang ** to ride, to run, 
«** To fpcnd, to give, to want, to be undone.** 
IVhy ftiould I tell of Cowley's penfive Mule 
Belov'd in vain ? too copious is my theme ! 
Which of your boafted race might hope reward 
Xike loyal Butler, when the liberal Charles, 
The judge of wit, perus'd the fprightly page^ 
Triumphant o'er his foes ? Believe not hope. 
The poet's parafite j but learn alone 
To ipare the fcanty boon the fates decree^ 
JPoet and rich ! 'tis foloecifm extreme! 
'Tis heighten'd contradiftion ! in his frame^ 
In every nerve and fibre of his foul, 
The latent feeds and principles of want 
Has nature wove ; and fate confirm'd the clue« 

Nor yet defpair to fhun the ruder gripe 
Of penury 5 with nice precifion learn 
A dollar's value. Foremoft in the page 
That marks th' expence of each revolving yeai> 
Place inattention. When the luft of praife, 
•Or honour's faJfe idea, tempts thy foul 
To flight frugality, affure thine heart 
That danger 's near. This periftiable coim 
Is no vain ore. It is thy liberty. 
It fetters mifers, but it muft alone 
Enfranchife thee. The worid, the cit-likc world, 
JSids thee beware \ thy little craft tflay j 
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Kbr, piddling with a tea-fpoon's flender form, 
See with foup-ladles devils gormandize. 

Oeoonomy ! thou good old aunt ! whofe mien 
Furrow' d with age and care the wife adore. 
The wits contemn ! referving ftill thy ftores 
To chear thy friends at laft ! why with the cit. 
Or booklefs churl, with each ignoble name, 
JEach earthly nature, deign'ft thou to refide ? 
And, fhunning all who by thy favours crown'd 
Might glad the world, to Ccck feme vulgar mind 
Infpiring pride, and felfifli (hapes of ill ? 

Wh^ with the old, infmn, and impotent. 
And childlefs,. love to dwell ; yet leave tlie brealt 
Of youth, unwarnM, unguided, unlnformM ? 
Of youth, to whom thy monitory voice 
Were doubly kind ? for fure to youthful eyes 
(How fhort foe'er it prove) the road of life 
Appears protra6ted j fair on either fide 
The Lovesj the Graces play, on Fortime's child 
Profufely fmiling ; well might you effay 
Tiie frugal plan, the lucrative employ, 
Source of tlieir favour ail the live-long day# 
But Fate aflents not. Age alone contrails 
His meagie palm, to clench the tempting bane 
Of all his peace, the glittering feeds of care ! 

O that tiie Mule's voice might pierce the e::r 
Of gcr.eroiis youth 1 for youth deferves her foils';, 
Youth is fair virtue's fcafon, virtue then 
JRcquircs the pruner's hand j the fequent ftagc, 
it barely vegetates j nor lo ig the fpac% 
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Ere robb'd of warmth its arid trunk difplay 

Fell winter's total Veign. O lovely fource 

Of generous foibles, youth! when opening minds 

Are honeft as the light, lucid as air. 

As foftering breezes kind, as linnets gay. 

Tender as buds, and lavilh as the fpring ! 

Yet, haplcfs ftate of man I his carlieft jouth 

Cozens itfelf ; his age defrauds mankind. 

Nor deeni it ftrangc that rolling years abrade 
The fecial biafs. Life's extenfive page 
What does it but unfold repeated proofs 
Of gold's oinnipotcnce ? With patriots,. 4^i-Icnds, 
Sickening beneath its ray, enervate fome. 
And others dead, whole putrid name exhales 
A noifomc fcent, the bulky volume teems. 
With kinfmen, brotliei-s, Tons, moiftenin^ tire fliroiJdi 
Or honouring the grave, with fpecious grief 
Of fliort duration; foon in fortune's beams 
Alert,- and wondering at the tears they flietl. 

But who fhall fave by tame profaic ftrain 
That glowing breaft, where vvit with youth confpires 
To Iwcetcn lu:cuiy ? The fearful Mufe 
Shall yet proceed, though by the fainted gleam 
Of hope infpir'd, to warn the train fhe loves. 

PART THE SECOND. 

IN fome dark feafon, when the mifty fhowcr 
Obfcures the fun, and faddens all the fky j 
When linnets drop t\ve vAxvw, ivoy ^T<i^t\vQr ftream 
Invites thee lort'ni to C\>otx xXvj ^y^c.^\^%^Ax^&>, 
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Seize ihf dull hour, nor with ; regret. ai(£gn 

To worldly prudence. She nor nice nor coy . 

Accepts the tribute of a joylefs day ; 

She fmiles well-pleas'd, when wit and mirtlv rg:ed«,. 

And not a Grace, and not a Muft will h^ar, >, , . 

Then, from raajeftic Maro's awful fkain, . 

Or towering Homer,, let thine eye defcenjd . > 

To trace, with patient induftry, the page 

Of income and expense. And oh! bewarie • . 

Thy breaft> felf-flatteiing, place no courtly ixaile^ 

No golden promife of your faithlefs Mtifej> 

Nor latent mine which fortune's hand may (hcwy 

Amid tliy foiid ftore. The fyren's fong 

Wrecks not the liftening failor, half fo fuj^e. 

See by what avenues, what devious paths> 

The foot of want, detefted, fteals along. 

And bars each fatal pafs. Some few fhort hours 

Of pun6tual care, the refufe of thy yeai* 

On fnigal fchemes employed, (hall give the Mufe 

To fmg intrepid many a chearful day. 
But if too foon before the tepid gales 

Thy refolution melt ; and ardent vows. 

In wary hours preferred, or dye forgot. 

Or feera'd the forcM effefl of hazy fldes ; 

Theii, ere furprize, by whofe impetuous rage 

The mafly fort, with which thy gentler breaft 

I not compare, is won, the fong proceeds. 
Know too by nature's undiminlfti'd law. 

Throughout her realms obey'd, the various parts 

Of deep creation, atoms, fyftems, ^W\ 

R 4. ^^''^'^^ 
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Attra^ and are attracted ; nor prevails the la\ir 
Alone in matter i (bul alike with foul 
Aijpires to join $ ik>r yet in fouls alone. 
In. each idea it imbibes^ is found 
The kind propenfity. And when tliey meet. 
And grow familiar, various though their tribe. 
Their tempers various, vow perpetual faith : 
That, fhould the world's disjointed frame once more 
To chaos yield the fway, amid the wreck 
Their union ihould furvive ; with Roman warmth. 
By facred hofpitable laws endear'd, 
Should each idea recollefi: its friend. 

Here then we fix j on this perennial bafe 
Ereft thy fafety, and defy the ftorm. 
Let foft profufion's fair idea join 
Her hand with poverty ; nor here defift. 
Till, o'er the group that forms their various train 
Thou fmg loud hymeneals. Let the pride 
Of outward /hew in lafling leagues combine 
With (hame thread-bare ; the gay vermilion face 
Of rafh intemperance, be difcreetly pair'd 
With fallow hunger j the licentious joy, 
With mean dependence j ev'n the dear delight 
Of fculpture, paint, intaglios, books, and coins. 
Thy breaft, fagacious prudence ! Ihall conne6l 
With filth and beggary ; nor difdain to link 
With black infolvency. Thy foul alarmM 
^hall fhun the fyren's voice ; nor boldly dare 
T^o bid the foft encViantreCs ftvan^ \\vj Vkveaift, 

With Aich a train o£ Yiorn^ ^«w^^ ^QtvYivxC^^ 
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Nor think, ye fordid race! ye gro^'eling minds I 
1 frame the fong for you ! for you, the Mufe 
Could other rules impart ; the friendly ftrain» 
For gentler bloffoms plann'd, to yours would prov^ 
The juice of lurid aconite, exceed 
Whatever Cokhos bore ; and in your breaft 
Companion, love, and friendfhip,- all deftroy ! 

It greatly (hall avail, if e'er thy ftores 
Increafe apace, by periodic days? 
Of annual payment, or thy patron's boon, 
The lean reward of gix>fs unbounded praife t 
It much avails, to feize the prelent hour. 
And, undcKberating, call around 
Thy hungry creditors 5 their horrid rage 
When once appeas'd, the fmall remaining ftoro 
Shall rife in weight tenibld, in luftre rife. 
As gold improvM by many a fierce aflay, 
'Tis thus the frugal hufbandman directs 
His narrow ilream, if, o'er its wonted banks- 
By fudden rains impellM, it proudly fwell j 
His timely hand through better tra6ls conveys 
The quick decreafing tide 5 ere borne along 
Or through the wild morafs, or culturM field. 
Or bladed grafs mature, or barren fands. 
It flow deftru6live, or it flow In vain ! 
But happieft he who fanftlfies expence 
By prefent pay ! who fubjefts not his fame 
To tradefmens varlets, nor bequeaths his name. 
His honoured name, to deck the vulgar ^a^e. 
Of bafe mechanic, fordid, unfincerel 
There haply, 'Yrhlk thy Mufc fuUiiafcVY ^Q^x^ . 
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Beyond this earthly fphere, in heaven's abod^s^ 
And dreams of ne^lar and ambro/ial fweets^ 
Thy growing debt fteals unregarded o'er 
The pun6hial record ;. till nor Phoebus Cdf^ 
Nor fage Minerva's art, can au^t avail 
To foothe the rlithkfs dun'» detelldd rage. 
Frantic aild fell, \rith mdiiy a curie profane 
He loads the gentle Mtife ; then hurls thee down 
To want, remorfe, captivity, and ihame. 

Each public place, the glittering haunts of men. 
With hon'or fly. Why loiter near thy bane ? ^m 
Why fondly linger on a hoftile fhore, 
Difarm'd, defcncelels ? why require to tread 
The precipice ? or why alas to breathe 
A moment's fpace, where every breeze is deatk ? 
Death to thy future peace ! Away, collet 
Thy dilTipated mind j contratSl thy train- 
Of wild ideas o'er the flowery fields 
Of (hew diffiis'd, and fpeed to fafer climes. 
Oeconomy prefents her glafs, accept 
The faithfiil mirror ; powerful to difclofe 
A thoufand fonns, unfeen by carelefs eyes. 
That plot thy fate. Temptation, in a robe 
Of Tynan dye, with every fweet perfum'd, 
Befets thy fenfe ; extortion follows clofe 
Her wanton ftep, and ruin brings the rear. 
Thefe and the reft (hall her myfterious glafs 
Embody to thy view ; like Venus kind, 
When to her hbouvm^ lotv, xJkv^nwi'j.^CwI ^wers 
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p That wvgW the fzfll of Ilium, ftie difplay' d,. 

I He, not imprudent, at the fight d'tclin'd 
The unequal cortflift, and decreed to railb 

i The 'f roj^ welfare on fome hapjikr (Hotid, 
For here to drain thy fuelling purfe await 
A thoufccnd art?,' a thoufand frauds attend> 
*' iPhe cloud- wrought can^, tlie gorgeous fnuff.boxes>, 
** The twinkling jewels, and the gold etv^ee, 
" With all its bright inhabitants, fhall wade 
«< Its melting ftorcs, and in the dreary vdid 
** Leave not a doit behind.'* Ere ycte^hauft 
Its fliihfy folds ofTcnd thy penfive eye. 
Away! embofoih'd deep in diftant fhades, 
Nor feen nor feeing, thou mayft rent thy fcom. 
6>{ lace, embroidery, purple, gem^, atld gold ! 
There of the farded fop, and eflenc'd beau. 
Ferocious with a ftoic's frown difclofe 
Thy manly fcorn, averfe to tinfel pomp ; 
And fluent thine harangue. But can thy fout 
Deny thy limbs the radiant grace of drefs. 
Where drefs is merit ! where thy graver friend 
Shall wifh thee bumifh'd ! where the fprightly fait- 
Demand embelliihment ! ev'n Delia's eye. 
As in a garden, rovjcs, of huies alone 
Inquirent, curious? Fly tlie curft domain; 
Thefe are the realms of luxury and fhew ; 
No clafTic foil : away ! the bloomy fpring 
Attrafts thee hence 5 the waning autumn warns f 
Fly to thy native ihades, and dread ev'n there, 
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Left bufy fancy tempt thy narrow ftate 

Beyond its bounds. Obferve FloFelio^s niien*^ 

Why treads roy friend with melancholy ftep 

That beauteous lawn ? why penfive ftrays his eyo 

O'er ftatues, grottoes, urns, by critic art 

Proportioned fair ? or from his lofty dome» 

J^right glittering through the grove, returns his ey^ 

Unpleas d, difconfolate ? And is it love, 

Difallrous love, that robs the iiniih'd fcenes 

Of ail their beauty ? centering all in her 

His foul adores ? or from a blacker caufe 

Springs tliis remorfcful gloom ? is confcious guilt 

The latent fource of more than love's deipalr ? 

It cannot be within that polilh'd breaft 

Where fcience dwells, that guilt fliould harbour theref 

No ! 'tis tlie fad furv^ey of prefent want. 

And pall profulion ! Left to him the fweets 

Of yon pavilion, fraught with every charm 

For otlier eyes j or, if remaining, proofs 

Of criminal expence f Sweet interchange 

Of river, valley, mountain, woods, and plains ! 

How gladfome once he rang'd yoiir native tui-f,-. 

Your fimnle fcenes, how raptur'd ! ere expence 

Had lavilh'd thoufand ornaments, and taught 

■Convenience to perplex him, art to pall. 

Pomp to deject, and beauty to dilpleafe. 

Oh ! for a foul to all the glare of wealth. 
To fortune's wide exhauftlcfs treafury, 
Nobly Superior \ b>il \ct <;^>3LUasi ^\^^ 
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The coy difpofal of the wealth we fcorn^ 
And prudence be our almoner ! Alas ! 
The pilgrim wandering o*er feme diflant clime^ 
Sworn foe of avarice I ivot difdains to learn 
Its coin's imputed worth 5 the deftin*d meant 
To fmooth his pafFage to the fav6irf*d fhrine. 
Ah let not ws, who tread this ftranger-world^ 
Xet none who fojourn on the realms of life. 
Forget the land is mercenary ; nor wafte 
•His fare, ere landed on no venal fhore. 

Let neverbard confult Palladio^s rules ; 
Xet never bard, O Burlington \ furvey 
Thy learned art, in Chifwrck** dome difplay'd^ 
Dangerous incentive I nor with lingering eye 
Sunrey the window Venice calls her own. 
Better for him, with no ingrateful Mufe, 
To fing a requiem to that gentle foul 
Who plann'd the (ky-light j which to lavilh bardi 
Conveys alone the pure etherial ray^ 
For garrets him, and fqualid walls await, 
Unlefs, prefageful, from this friendly ftrain, 
He glean advice, and (hun the fcribbler's doonu 

PART the THIRD. 

^T E T once again, and to thy doubtful fate 
•■■ The trembling Mufe configns thee. Ere contempt^ 
Or want's empoifon'd arrow, ridicule, 
Transiix thy weak unguarded breaft, behold! 
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The poet's Koofs, the carejefs poet's, , his -' 

Who fcorns advice, ihall clofe my fci-JQ^s.lay. 

WJien Guiliv«r, now great, now little, ci^em^fl. 
The play-thing of compaii/Cbn, arriv'U 
Where Uamed boiii»ns their aerial khemes 
.Proje6led, ftudipus of the public. weal ; 
'Mid thefe, one fubtler artift he defcry'd. 
Who cherifli'd in his dufty tenement 
The fpidcr's web, injjirious, to fup^lant 
Fair Albion's fleeces ! Never, never n>ay 
"Our monaixh on fuch fatal purpofe fmile, 
.And iiTitate Minerva's beggar'd Tons 
The ^elk^am weavers ! Here in every nook 
Their*vefits they fpun ; here revePd uncontrour<l. 
And, like the ^agsirom Weftminfter's high rouf 
Dependent, here their fluttering textures wav'd. 
Such, fo adorn'd, the cell I mean to fing I 
CdA ever fqualid! where the fneerful.maid 
Will not fatigue her hand ! broom never comcs^ 
That comes to all ! o'er whofe quiefcent walls 
Arachne's^unmoleiled care has diawn 
Curtains fubfufk, and fave th' expence of ai-t. 

Survey thofe walls, in fady texture clad. 
Where wandering fnails in many a flimy path. 
Free, unreftrain'd, their various journeys crawl j 
Peregrinations ftrange, and labyrinths 
Confus'd, inextricable ! fuch the clue 
Of Cretan Ariadne ne'er explain'd ! 
'JHooks! angles \ ctooVsV ?xid vsvvolutions wild! ' 
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ivlean time, thus TilverM with meanders gay, 
In mimic pride the fiiail-wrought tiflue ihines. 
Perchance of tabby, or of harrateen, 
Not ill exprefTive ! fuch the power of fnails. 

Behold the chair, whofe frafturM feat infirm 
An aged ciifnion hides ! replete with duft 
The foliag'd velvet; pleafing to the eye 
Of great Eliza's reign, but now the fnare 
Of weary gucft that on the fpecious bed 
Sits down canfiding. Ah! difaftrous wight! 
In evil hour and ra/hly doft thou truft 
The fraud ful couch I for, though in velvet cas'd. 
Thy fated thigh fhall kifs the dufty floor. 
The traveller thiis, that o'er Hibernian plains ♦* 
llaih fliap'd his way j on beds profufe of flowers, 
Cowflip, or primrofe, or tlie circular eye 
Of daifie fair, decrees to bade fupine. 
And fee ! delighted, down he drops, fecure 
Of fweet refrefhment, eafe without annoy. 
Or lufcious noon-day nap. Ah much deceived, 
Much fuffcring pilgrim ! thou nor noon-day nap. 
Nor Tweet repofe (halt find j the falfe moral's 
In quivering undulations yields beneath 
Thy burden, in the miry gulph enclos'd ! 
And who would truft appearance ? caft thine eye 
Where ""mid machines of heterogeneous form 
His coat depends ; alas ! his gnly coat, 
Eldell of things ! and naplefs, as an heath 
Of fmall extent by -fleecy myriads graz'd, 

4 "^^> 
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Not different have I feen in dreary vault 
Pifplay'dy a coffin.^ on each fable fide 
The texture unmolefted feems entire. 
.Fraudfuly when touched it glides to duft away ! 
J^nd leaves the wondering fwain to gape, or ftare^ 
And with ejypreflwe flirug, and piteous figh^ 
. J^eclare tl^e fatal for<ce of rolling years. 
Or dire extent of frail mortality. 
This aged vefture, fcom of gazing beaux« 
And formal cits, (themfelvei too haply fcorn'd) 
Both on its fleeve and on its (kirt, retains 
Full many a pin wide-fparkling i for, if e'er 
Their well-known creft met his delighted cyc^ 
Though wrapt in thought, commercing with the fky. 
He, gently ftooping, fcorn'd not to upraife^ 
And on each fleeve, as confclous of their ufe, 
Jndenting fix them j nor, when arm'd with thefe^ 
The cure of rents and feparations dire. 
And chafms enormous, did he view difmay'd 
Hedge, bramble, thicket, bufh, portending fate 
To breeches, coat and ho£e ! had any wight 
Of vulgar ikill, the tender texture ownM ; 
But gave his mind to form a fonnet quaint 
Of Silvia's fhoe-ftring, or of Cloe'5 fan. 
Or fwectly-fafhion'd tip of Celiacs ear, 
Alas ! by frequent ufe decays the force 
Of mortal art ! the refraftory robe 
Eludes the taylor's art, eludes his own ; 
How poteia:oikc«4 \iw w,qx^ c^^lot conjoined ! 
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See near his bed (his bed too falfely rall'd 
The place of reft, -v^hil^ it a Bai*d fuftains 5 
\Pale, meagrej Mufe-rid wght ! who reads in vaiii 
Narcotic volumes o'er) his candleftick, 
Jladiant machine, when from the plaftic hand 
K)f Mulciber, the mayor of Birmingham, 
The engine ilTued ; now alas difguis'd 
3y many an un6luous tide, that wandering down 
Its fides congeal ; what he, perhaps, eflays 
With humour forcM, and ill-diffembled fmibt 
Idly to liken to the poplar's trunk 
When o'er its bark the lucid amber, wound 
In many a pleafmg fold, incrufts the tree. 
Or fuits him more the winter^s candyM thom^ 
When from each branch, annealM, the works of frofl 
f ervafive, radiant ificles depend ? 

How (hall I iing the various ill that waits 
The careful Ibnneteer ? or who can paint 
The (hifts enormous, that in vain he forms 
To patch his panelefs window ; to cement 
His batter'd tea-pot, ill-retentive vftfc ? 
To war with. ruin ? anxious to conceal 
"Want's fell appearance, of the real ill 
.Nor foe, nor fearful. Ruin unforefeen 
Invades his chattels j ruin will invade $ 
Will claim his whole invention to repair, 
NoTf o£ the gift, for tuneful ends defign'd. 
Allow one part to decorate his fong. 
While ridicule, with ever-pointing hand 
Confciottj of every Ihift, of every dbXiX 
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Indicative, his inmoft plot betrays. 
Points to the nook, which he his liudy calls 
Pomppus and vain ! for thus he might efteem 
His cheft, a wardrobe ; purfe, a treafury j 
And fhews, to crown her full diiplay, hin^iyf. 
One whom the powers above, in place of healthy 
And wonted vigour j of patema| cot. 
Or little farm ; of bag, or fcrip, or ftaff. 
Cup, di(h, rpoon, plate, or worldly utenfil, 
A poet framed J yet framM n,ot to repine. 
And wilh the cobler's lo^eft fite his own ; 
Nor, partial as they feem, upbraid the fatesj 
Who to the humbler mechanifm, joinM 
Goods fo fuperior, fuch exalted blifs ! 
fs Sec with what feeming. eafe,. what ljibour''d. peacCt 
He, haplcfs hypocrite ! refines his nail. 
His chief amufement 1 then how fcign'd, how forced 
That care-de|ying fonnet, which implies 
His debts ^ifchargM, and. he of half a crpvvn 
In full poffdllon, unconlciled right 
And property ! Yet ah I whoe'er this wight 
Admiring view, if fuch there,be, diftruft 
The vain pretence j the fmiles that harbqiir grief 
As lurks the fprpent deep in flowers envfreath'd. 
ForcwarnM, be frugaFj or with prudent rage 
Thy pen demolilh ; chufe the truflier flail. 
And blefs thofe labou]:s ^hich the choice inipirM. 
But if thou view'ft a vulgar mind, a wight 
Of common fenfe, who feeks no brighter name, 
Hiin envyi hiia adriuit^ Ulm) from thy breajft. 
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•refcicnt of future dignities, falute 
Sheriff, or mayor, in comfortable furs 
Snwrapt, fecure : nor yet the laureates crown 
[n thought: exclude him 1 He perchance fhall rife 
To nobler hciy^hts than forefight can decree. 

When, firM with wrath, for his intrigues difplay*d 
[R-many an idle fong, Satumian Jove 
ITow'd fureuieftru6lion to the tuneful race j 
A.ppeas\l by fuppliant Phcjebus, " Bards, he faid. 
Henceforth of plenty, wealtli, and pomp debarr'd. 
But fed by frugal cares, nught wear the bay 
Sccufo of thunder." — Low the Delian bow'd, 
Kor at th* invidious favour dar'd repine* 

The R UIN'D ABBEY; 
I o *» 

•The ETFECTS of SUPERSTITION. 

AT length fair peace with olive crown'd regains 
Her lawful throne, and to the facred haunts 
•Of wood or fount the frighted Mufe returns. 

Happy the Bard, who, from his native hills, 
Soft raKifing on a fummer's eve, furveys 
His azure- ftream, with penfile woods encIosM I 
•Or o'er the glaffy furface, with his friend. 
Or faithful fair, through bordering willows green 
Wafts his fniall frigate. Fearlefs he of ftiouts. 
Or taunts, the rhetoric of the watery crew 
That ape confufion from the reahns lUe^ rvA^V 

S 2 5?t^.t- 



i6o S HEN STONE'S POEMS. 

Fearlcfs of thefe ; who ihares die gentler voice 
Of peace and muUc ; birds of fweeteft ibng 
Attune from native boughs their various Iay» 
And chear the foreft i birds of brighter plume 
With bufy pinion ikim the glittering wave. 
And tempt the fun i ambitious to diiplay 
Their fcvcral merit, while the vocal flute. 
Or nimiberM verfe, by female voice cndear'd. 
Crowns his delight, and mollifies the fcene. 

If folitude his wandering fteps invite 
To feme more deep rece(s (for hours there are. 
When gay, ip^hen focial mmds to friendihip^s.volce^ 
Or beauty's charm, her wild abodes prefer) j 
How pleas'd he treads her venerable fhades. 
Her folemn courts ! the centre of the grove ! 
The root-built cave, by fai*-extended rocks 
Around embofom'd, how it ibothes the foul • 
If fcoopM at firft by fuperititious hands 
The rugged cell received alone the Ihoals 
Of bigot minds, religion dwells not here. 
Yet virtue pleasM, at intervals, retires : 
Yet here may wifdom, as (he walks the maze^ 
Some ferious truths colleft, the rules of life. 
And ferious truths of mightier weight than gold J 

I aik not wealth ; but let me hoard with care. 
With frugal cunning, with a niggard^s art, 
A few fix'd principles } in early life. 
Ere indolence impede the fearch, explorM. 
Then, like old Latimer, when age impairs 
My judgmeuCs e^c^ viVtn c^\i\i\Nsvj»,^^i\xQQU attack 
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My grounded hope, or fubtler wits deride, 

"Will I not blufh to fhun the vain debate. 

And jtliis mine anfover 5 " Thus, 'twas thus I thought j 

** My mind yet vigorous, and my foul entire y * 

*< Thus will I think, averfe to liften more 

•• To intricate difcuflion, prone to ftray. 

•* Perhaps my reafon may but ill defend 

<« My fettled faith 5 my mind, with age irapair'd, 

•* Too fure its own infirmities declare. 

** But I am arm'd by caution, iludious youth, 

«* And early forefight; now the winds may rife, 

•* The tempcft whittle, and the billows roar i 

•* My pinnace rides in port, defpoilM and worn, 

** Shattered by time and ftorms, but while it (huns 

<< Th' inequal confli6l, and declines the deep, 

•* Sees the ftrong veflTel fluctuate lefs fecure." 

Thus while he ftrays, a thoufand rural fcenes 
Suggeft inftru6lion, and inib*u6^ing pleafe. 
And fee betwixt the grove's extended drms 
An abbey's rude remains attra6t thy view, 
Gilt by the mid-day fun : with lingering ftep 
Produce thine axe, (for, aiming to deftroy 
Tree, branch, or fhade, for never ftiall thy breaft 
Too long deliberate) with timorous hand 
Kemove th' obftruftive bough 5 nor yet refufe. 
Though fighing, to deftroy that favourite pine, 
Rais'd by thine hand, in its luxuriant prime 
Of beauty fair, that fcrecns the vaft remains* 
Aggrieved but conftant as the Roman fire^ 

S3 'iV't 
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The rigid Manlius, when his conquering fon 
Bled by a parent's voice 5 the cruel meed 
Of virtuous ardour, timelefsly difplay*d j 
•Nor ceafe till, through the gloomy road, the pflc 
Gleam unobftru6led 5 thither oft thine eye 
Shall fweetly wander ; thence returning, ibothe 
With penfive fccnes thy philofophic mind. 

Thefe were thy haunts, thy opulent abodes;^ 
O ftiperftition ! hence the dire difeafe, 
(Balanced with" which the famM Athenian peft 
Were a fliort head-ach, were the trivial pain 
Of traiifient indigeftion) feiz'd mankind. 

Long time (he rag'd, and fcarce a foutheni gale 
Warm'd our chill air, unloaded with the threat* 
Of tyrant Rome ; but futile all, till fhe, 
Rome's abler legate, magnify*d their power. 
And in a thoufand horrid forms attired • 

Where then was truth to fanftify the page 
Of Britifh annals ? if a foe expirM, 
The perjurM monk fubomM infernal flirieks. 
And fiends to fnatch at the departing foul 
With hellifh emulation. If a friend. 
High o'er his roof exultant angels tune 
Their golden lyres, and waft him to the Ikies. 

What then were vows, wer6 oaths, were pliglid 
faith? 
The fovereign's juft, the fubje£t*8 loyal paft. 
To cherifh mutual good, annull'd and vain. 
By Roman magic, grew an idle fcroll 1 

Ere the frait tanfidoxv oi ^<fc hi-ml ^ica% cold. " \ 
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, Wkh thee, • Plantagcnet from civil broils * 
The lartd a while refpii'd, and all was peac)p. - 
Thea Beckct rofe, and, impotent of 'nlthd,' ^ 
' From regal courts with lawtefs fury mSirch'd " 
The churches blood-ftain'd convifts, and forgave ; • 
■ Bid murderous priefts the fovereigti frown contenm> - 
. And with unhallowM crofier bniisM the crown. 
^ Yet yifcWed not fupinely ^me a prince 

Of Henry'8 virtues ; leam'd, courageous, wife. 

Of fair ambition. Long his regal foul 

Firm and erc6l the peevifti prieft exil'd. 

And brav'd the fuiy of revengeful Rome. • 

In vain ! let one faint malady difFiife 

The penfive gloom which fuperftition loves. 

And fee him, dwindled to a recreant groom,' 

Rein the proud palfrey whilft the prieft afcends ! ' 

Was f Cceur-de-lion bleft with whiter days ? 
Here the cowl'd zealots with united cries 
UrgM the crufade 5 and Tee, of half liis ftores 
Defpoird the wretch, whofe wifer bafom chofe 
To blefs his friends, his race, his native land. 
Of ten fair funs that rolPd their annual race. 
Not one beheld him on his vacant throne ; 
While "haughty | Longchamp, 'mid his livery'd filet 
Of wanton vaffals, fpoilM his faithful realm. 
Battling in foreign fields ; colle6ling wide 
A laurel harveft for a pillaged land. 

S 4 Ob 
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Oh dear«bo^ight trophies ! when a prince clefeits 
His drooping realniy to pluck the barren fprays ! 

When faithlefs John ufurp'd the fuUy^d crown. 
What ample tyranny ! the groaning land 
DeemM earth, deemed heaven its foe ! fix tedious ycaif 
Our helplefs fathers in defpair obey'd 
The papal interdiA ; and who obeyM, 
The fovereign plundered. O inglorious- days ! 
When the French tyrant, by the futile grant 
Of papal refcript, claimed Britannia's throne. 
And durft invade ^ be fuch inglorious days 
Or hence forgot, or not recalled in vain ! 

Scarce had tlie tortur'd ear dejected heard 
Kome's loud anathema, but heartlefs, dead 
To eveiy purpofe, men nor wiihM to live. 
Nor dar'd to die. The poor laborious hind 
Heard the dire curfe, and from his trembring hand 
Fell the ncglefted crook that rul'd the plain. 
Thence journeying home, in every cloud he fees 
A vengeful angel, in whofe waving fcroll 
He reads damnation 5 fees it's fable train 
Of grim attendants, penciled by defpair! 

The weary pilgiim from remoter climes 
By painful fteps arrlv'd ; his home, his friends^ 
His offspring left, to lavifh on the flirine 
Of fome far-honour'd faint his coftly ftores. 
Inverts his footftep i fickcns at the fight 
Of the barr'd fane, and filent flieds his tear. 
■ ' The wi-etch whofe hope by ftern oppreflion chasM 
From every eartVv\y \)V\^s, ^\\\;x.^\\^'3.^ 
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Triumphant wron^, took wiag, and flew to fieaven. 
And refted there, now moumM hi« nefuge k)ft 
And wonted peace. The facrcd fane was h3Tr*d, 
And the lone akar, whei:e the naournefs tlirong'd 
To fupplicate remiffion, finokM no more ; 
While the green weed luxuriant round uprofe. 
Some from their death-bed, whofe delirious faitb 
Through every ftage of life to Rome's decrees 
Gbfequious, humbly hop'd to die in peace. 
Now faw the ghaftly king approach, begirt 
In tenfold terrors ; now expiring heard 
The laft loud clarion found, and heaven's decree 
With imi-emitting vengeance bar the Ikies. 
.Nor light the grief, T)y fuperftition weighed. 
That their difhonour'd corfe, fliuf from the verge- 
Of hallow' d earth, or tutelary fone,^ 
Muft fleep with brutes their vaflals y on the field j 
Uwneath fome path, in marie unexorcis'd ! 
No folemn bell extort a neighbour's tear ! 
No tongue of prieft pronounce their foul fecure I 
Nor fondeft friend aflure their peace obts.inM I 
The prieft 1 alas, fo boundlefs was the ill 1: 
He, like the flock he pillag'd, pin'd forlorn j 
The vivid vermeil fled his fady cheeky 
A»d his big paunch, diftended with the fpoils 
Of half his flock : emaciate, groan'd beneath 
Superior pride, and mightier luft of powpr ! 
'Twas now Rome's fondeft friend, whofe meagre hand 
Told to the midnight lamp his holy beads 
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With nice precifion, felt the deeper wound 
As his guird foul revered the conclave more. 

Whom did the ruin fpare ? for wealth, for power, • 
Birth, honour, virtue, enemy, and friend. 
Sunk helplefs in the dreary guiph involved $ 
And one capricious curfe enveloped all ! 

Wepe kings fecure ? in towering ftations bom. 
In flattery nursM> inurM to fcom mankind. 
Or view diminifh'd from their fite fublime j - 
As when a (hepherd, from the lofty brovr 
Of fome proud cliff,, furveys his leffening flock 
In fnowy groups difFufive, feud the "vale. 

A while the furious menace John retum'd. 
And breathM defiance loud. Alas 1 too foon 
Allegiance fickening faw its fovereign yield. 
An angry prey to fcruples not his own. 
The loyal foldier, girt around with ftrength, 
\Vhd ftole from miith and wine his blooming years. 
And feizM the fauchion, refolute to guard 
His foyereign^s right, impalfyM at the news. 
Finds the flrm bias of his foul reversM 
por foul defertion; drops the lifted fteel. 
And quits fame*s noble harveft, to expire 
The death of Monks,' of furfeit, and of floth ! 

At length fatigued witli wrongs, the fervife king 
DrainM from his land its fmall remaining (lores 
To buy remiflion. But could thefe obtain ? 
No I refolute in wrongs tlie priefts obdurM j 
Till crawling baie to Rome's deputed (lave 
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His fame, his people, and his trown, he gave. 
Mean monarch ! flighted, brav'd, abhorrM beforel 

And now, appeas'd by delegated ifway. 
The wily pontiff fccJins not to recall 
His interdiftions. Now the facred doors 
Admit repentant n^ultitudes, prepared 
To buy deceit j admit obfequiotis tribes 
Of fatraps ! princes ! crawling to the ihrine- 
Of fainfed villainy ! the pompous tomb 
Dazzling with gems and gold, or in a cloud 
Of incenle wreathM^ amidft a drooping land 
That {jgh'd for bread ! 'Tis thu« the Indian clove 
Difplays its verdant leaf, its crimfon flower. 
And fheds its odours ; while the flocks aroiuid 
Hungry and faint the barren iands explore 
In vain ! nor plant nor herb endears the foil j 
DrainM and exhauft to fwell its thirfty pores. 
And fumifli luxury. — ^Yet in vain 
Britannia ftrove ; and whether artful Rome 
CarefsM or cursM her, fuperftition rag'd 
And blinded, fettered, and defpoil'd the land* 

At length fome murderous monk, with poifonous art 
Expeird the life his brethren robbM of peace. 

Nor yet furceas'd with John's difaftrous fate 
Pontiflc fury ! Englifli wealth exliaufl;. 
The fequent reign * beheld the beggar'd fliore 
Grim with Italian ufurers j prepared 
To lend, for griping unexampled hire. 

To 
• Henry III. who canceled t\vt l/L^^xv^ CV^'iV'^^ 



'268 S HEN STONE'S POEMS. 

To lend— what Rome might pillage nncontrord. 

For now with more extenfive havoc ragM 
Relentlefs Gregory, with a thoufand aru. 
And each rapacious, bom to drain the world I 
Nor (hall the Mufe repeat, how oft he blew 
The croife's trumpet j then for fums of gold 
Annuird the vow, and bade the falfe alarm 
Swell the grofs hoards of Henry, or his own* 
Nor fliall.ihe tell, how pontiffs dar'd repeal 
The beft of charters ! dar'd abfolve the tye 
Of Britifh kings by legal oath reftrainM. 
Nor can (he dwell on argofics of gold 
From Albion's realm to fervile (horc» conveyM, 
Wrung from her fons, and fpeedcd by herkings ! 
Oh irkfome days ! when wicked thrones combine 
With papal craft, to gull their native land ! 

Such was our fate, while Rome's direftor taught 
Of fubjefts, bom to be their monarch's prey. 
To toil for monks, for gluttony to toil. 
For vacant gluttony ; extortion, fraud. 
For avarice, envy, pride, revenge, and (hame I 
O dofb-Ine breath'd from Stygian caves ! exhard 
From inmoft Erebus ! — Such Henry's reign ! 
Urging his loyal realm's reluftant hand 
To wield the peaceful fword, by John ere while 
Forc'd from its fcabbard ; and with buraifh^d lance 
£(fay the favage cure, domeftic war I 

And now fome nobler fpirits chas'd the mift 
Of general darknefs. Grofted * now adorn'd 

The 

* BiHiop of Lincoln, called Malleus Romanoi*uin. 
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The mitred wreath he wore, with reafon's fword 
Staggering deltifioiTs frauds ; at length beneath 
Rome*s interdict expiring calm, refign'd 
No vulgar foul that dar'd to heaven appeal I 
But ah this fertile glebe, this fair domain^ 
Had well nigh ceded to tlie ilothful hands 
Of monks libidinous.; ere Edward's care 
The lavifli hand of death-bed fear xeftrain'd. 
Yet was he clear of fuperftition's taint ? 
He too, mifdeeraful of his wholefome law, 
JEv'n he, expiring, gave his treafurM gold 
To fatten monks on Salem's diftant foil ! 

Yes, the third Edward's bi-eafl:, to papal fwajf 
So little prone, and fierce in honour^s caufe. 
Could fuperftition quell ! before the towers , 
•Of haggard Paris, at the thunder's voice 
' He drqps the fword, and figns ignoble peace ! 

But ftill the night by Romifh art diflFus'd 
"Colle^ls her clouds, and with (low pace recedes*. 
When, by foft Bourdeau's braver queen approv'4^ 
Bold WickllfF rofe : and while the bigot power 
Amidft her native darknefs (kulk'd fecure, 
The demon vanifh'd as he fpread the day. 
So from his bofom Cacus breath'd of old 
The pitchy cloud, and in a night of fmoke 
-Secure a while his recreant life fuftain'd $ 
Till fam'd Alcides, o'er his fubtleft wiles 
Viftorious, chear'd the ravag'd nations round. 

Hail, honour'd WicklifF! enterprizing fage I 
An Epicurus in the caufe of truths 

4 For 
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Ting'd the xcA annals of Marians reign. 
When i*n)m the tendcreft breaft each wayward prieft 
Could banifti mercy and implant a fiend ! 
When cruelty the funeral pyre nprearM, 
And bound religion there, and firM the bafe ! 
When the fame blaze,,which on each tortur'd limb 
Fed with luxuriant rage, in every .face 
Triumphant faith appearM, and fmilinghope. 
»0 bleft Eliza ! from thy piercing beam 
Forth flew this hatttdiiend, the rhild of Rome 5 
Driven to tlie verge of Albion, Unger'*d there. 
Then with her James receding^ caft behind 
•One, angry frown, and fought more fervile climes. 
Henceforth they plyM ^e long-<ontinued tafk 
Of righteous havoclc, covering diftant fields 
With the wrought remnants of the ^ihatter'd pile. 
While through the land the muiing pilgrim fees 
A trafl of brighter green, and in the midft 
Appears aimouldering wall, with ivy crowned * 
Or Gothic turret, pride of ancient days ! 
Now but of ufo to g^ce a rural fcene j 
To bound our viftas, and to glad the fons 
Of Gewgc's reign, referv'd for fairer times ! 



iOTEl 
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LOVE AND HONOUR. 

Sed neque Medorum fylvae, ditiflinia terra 
Nee piilcher Ganges, atque auro turbidus Haemus, 
Laudibus Angligenum certent : non Baclra, nee Indi, 
Totaque thuriferis Panchaia pinguis arenis," 

LE T the green olive glad Hefperian fhores j 
Her tawny citron, and her orange-groves, 
rhefe let Iberia boaft ; but if in vain, 
Co win the ftranger plant's diiFufive fmile, 
Vht Briton labours, yet our native minds, 
)ur conftant bofoms, thefe, the dazzled world 
vlay view with envy j thefe, Iberian dames 
;urvey with fixt efteem and fond defire. 

Haplefs Elvira ! thy difaftroua fate 
Vlay well this truth explain 9 nor ill adorn 
The Britifli lyre; then chiefly, if the Muie^ 
>lor vain, nor partial, from the flmple gpiife 
^f ancient record catch the peniive lay j 
A.nd in lefs groveling accents give to fiame. 
Elvira! lovelieft maid ! th' Iberian realm 
L)ould boaft no purer bread, no fprightlier minj, 
Mo race more fplendent, and no form fo fair. 
Sacli ^yas the chance of war, this peerlefs maid 
[n lifers luxuriant bloom, enrichM the fppil 
Of Britifh viftors, victory's nobleft pride ! 
She, Ihe alone, amid the wailful train. 
Of captive maids, aflign'd to Henry^s care ; 
Lord of her life, her fortune, and her fame ! 

T He, 
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He, generous youth, with no penurious handy 
The tedious moments that unjoyous roll 
Where freedom's chea^ful radiance fhines no mor^ 
Eflfay'd to foften 5 confcious of the pang 
That beauty feels, to wafte its fleeting hours 
In fomc dim fort, by foreign ryle reftrain^d. 
Far from the haunts of men, or eye of day 1 

Sometimes, to cheat her bofom of its carc^ 
Her kind proteftor numbered o'er the toils 
Himffflf had worn : the frowns of angry fea§> 
Or hollile i-age, or faithlefs friend, more fijl 
Than ftonp or foe : jf haply Ihe might fin^ 
Her caies diipinifh'd ; fruitlefe fond eflfay I 
Now to her lovely hand, with modeft awe 
The tender lute he gave : ijie not averfe 
Nor deftitutc of ^flcill, with wijling han^ 
Caird forth angelic ftrains i the facrcd debt 
Of gratitude, (he faid; whofe juft commands 
Still might her hand with equal pride obey ! 

Npr to the melting fojmds the nymph rcfus*fi 
Her vocal art $ harmonio«is, as the ftrain 
Of fome imprifon'd lark, who, djuly chear'd 
J^y ^ardian cares, i-epays theiiDi,with a fong : 
Nor ^roops, nor deems fwcet liberty refign'd. 

The fong, not artlefs, had ihe fraijnM to pallet 
Difaib'.ous paflion j hpw, |>y tyrant laws 
Of idiot cuftom fway'd, fome foft-ey'd fair 
Lov'd only one ; nqr d^r'd that love reveal ! 
How the foft anguifh baniOi*^ from her cheek 
The daniaik rofe full-blown 3 a fever came.) 

fini 
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.And from her ^ofbm forcM the plaintive talc. 
Then, fwift as light, he fonght the lore^lorn maid. 
But vainly fought her 5 torn by fwrifter fate 
To join the tenants of the myrtle fliade« 
Love's mournful vi^ims on the plains below< 

Sometimes, as fancy fpoke the pleafing tailc^ 
She taught her artful needle to difplay 
The various pride of fpring i then fwift iipfprung 
Thickets of myrtle, eglantine, and rofe^ 
There might you fee, on gentle toils intent, 
A. train of bufy loves ; fome pluck the flower> 
>Some twine the garland, fome with grave grimace 
Around a vacant waiTior caft the wreath. 
'*Twa6 painti ^twas life 1 and fure to pietcing eyes 
The warrior^s face depi&ur^d Heiuy^s mien« 

Now had the generous chief with )oy perused 
The royal fcroll, which to dieir native home 
Their ancie«t rights, uninyurM, unredeemM, 
HeftorM the captives. 'Forth with rapid hafle 
To glad his fair Elvira*^ ear, he fprung ) 
Fir'd by the blif« he panted tocomrey } 
But firM in vain ! Ah ! what was his amaze. 
His fond diftrefs^ when o'«r her pallid face 
.Dejeflion reignM, and ^om her lifelefs hand 
J>own drqpt the myrtle's fair unfiniih'd flower ! 
Speechless iheftood^ at length vdth accents faint, 
-** Well may my native ihoie, (hrfaid, refouad 
«< Thy OKmaPcVs praiie; and ere Elvira prove 
•* Of thine forgetful, flowers ihall ceafe to feel 
'*-' The fullering breeze, and nature cliange her Ih'as ''' 

T 1 r>s- 
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And now the gi-ateful edift wide alarmM 
The Britifh holt. Around the fmiling youths 
Caird to their native fcenes, with willing hafte 
Their fleet unmoor 5 impatient of the love 
That wed« each boibm to its native foiL 
The patriot paflion ftrong in every clime. 
How juiUy theirs, who find no foreign Iweets 
To 4iinpate their loves, or match their own. 

Not io Elvira ! (he, difaftrous maid. 
Was doubly captive ! power nor chance could loofc 
The fubtle bands ; Ihe lovM her generous foe. 
She, where her Henry dwelt, her Henry fmiPd, 
Could term her native {hore $ her native /hore 
By him deferted, fome unfriendly ftrand. 
Strange, bleak, forlorn 1 a defert wafle and wild. 

The fleet careenM, the wind propitious fill'd 
The fwelling failsj the glittering traniports wav*d 
Their pennants gay, and halcyon^.s azure wing 
With flight aufpicious fkimmM the placid main* 

On her lone couch in tears Elvira lay. 
And chid th* officious wind, the tempting fm. 
And wifh'd a ftorm as mercilefs, as tore 
Her labouring bofom. Fondly now fhe throve 
To banifh paflion ; now the vaflal daysL, 
The captive HK)mentSj that fo (moothly -paft^ 
By many an art recalled $ now from her hite 
With trembling fingers caird the favourite founds 
Which Henry deignM to praife^ and now efiky^d 
With mimic chains of iilken fillets wove 
To paint her captive fhitcj if any fraud 
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Might to lier love the pleafing fcenes prolong. 
And with the dear idea feaft the foul. 

But now the chief returned 5 prepared to launch 
On ocean's willing breaft, and bid adieu 
To his fiair prifoner, Slie, foon as (hie heard 
His hated errand, now no more concealM 
The raging flame ; but, with a fpreading blufh- 
And rifmg figh, the latent pang difclos'd. 

" Yes^, generous youth ! I fee thy bofom glow 
"With virtuous tranfport, that the talk is thine 
To iblve my chains j and to my weeping friends. 
And every longing relative, reftore 
A foft-ey'd maid, a mild offencelefs prey ! 
But know, my foldier, never youthful lYiind; 
Torn from the lavifh joys of wild expence 

By him he loathM, and in a dungeon bound 

To languilh out his bloom, could catch the pains 

This ill-ftarr'd freedom gives my tortur'd mind*- 
What call I freedom ? is it tliat thefe limbs> 

From rigid bolts fecure, may wander far 

From him I love ? Alas I ere I may boaft 

That facrcd blefling, fome fuperior power 

To mortal kings, to fublunary thrones, 

Muft loofe my paflion, mufl unchain my foul. 

Bv'n that I loath 5 all liberty I loath 1 

But moft the joylefs privilege to ga^e 

With cold indifference, where defert is love. 
True, I was born an alien to thofe eyes 

I alk done to pieafe ; my fortune's crime ! 

And ah I this fiatter'd form by drefs endeared 

T ^ ^^ 
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To Spanifh eyes, by drefs may thine ofFendf 
Whilft I|L ill-fated maid ! ordain'd to ftrive 
With cuftom's load, beneath, its weight expire. 

Yet Kent's beauties knew in foreign garb 
To vanquiih me ;'his form,, howe'er difguis'd^ 
To me were fatal ! no fantaftk robe 
That e'er caprice invented,^ cuftom wore. 
Or folly fmird on, could eclipfe diy charms. 

Perhaps by birth decreed, by fortune plac'd* 
Thy country*^s foe, Elvira's warmeft plea 
Seems but the fubtler accent fraud infpires ; 
My tendered glances, but the fpecious flowers 
That (hade the viper while /he plots her wound.. 
And can the trembling candidate of love 
Awake thy fears? and can a female breaft> 
By ties of grateful duty bound, enfnare I 
Is there no brighter mien, no fofter fmile 
For love to wear, to dark deceit unknown ? 
Heaven fearch my foul, and if through all its cell» 
Lurk the pernicious drop of poifonous guile ^ 
Full on my fencelefs head its phiaTd wrath 
May fate exhauft ^ and for my happieft hour 
Exalt the vengeance I prepare for thee I 

Ah me! norJHenry's, nor his country^s foe^ 
On thee I gaz*d, and reafon foon difpellM 
Dim error's gloom, and to thy favour'd ifle 
Aflign'd its total merit, unreftrain'd. 
Oh ! lovely region to the candid eye ! 
'Twas there my €axic>f fe^r the Virtues dwell. 
The Xtovesi the Graces ^\?c^ \ vaft.We^^^^'oJL 
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That nuiturM thee ! for fure the Virtues formM 

Thy generous breaftj the Loves, the Graces, plahn'd 

Thy Ihapely limbs. Relation, birth, eflky'd 

Their partial power in vain : again I gaz'd. 

And Albion's- iflc appeared, amidft a ti-aft 

Of favage waftesj the darling of the fkies ! 

And thou by nature forinM,- by fate aflignMi 

To paint the genius of thy native ihore^ 

'Tis true, with flowers, ^ith many a dazzling fcene 
Of bumifh-'d plants, to litre a female eye, 
Iberia glows : but ah ! the genial fun. 
That gilds the lemon's fruity orfcentsthe flower,- 
On Spanifti minds, a nation's nobler boafl \ 
Beams forth ungentle influences.- There 
Sits jealoufy enthronM, and at each ray 
Exultant lights his flow confuming fires. 
Not fuch thy charming region y long before 
My fweet experience taught me to decide 
Of Englifli worth) the found had pleas'd mine ear. 
Is there that favage coaft, that rude fojourn. 
Stranger to Britiih worth' ? the worth which forms 
The kindeft friends > the mofl: tremendous foed ; 
Firft, beft fupports of liberty and love ! 
No, let fubje6bed India, while flie throws 
O'er Spanifli deeds the veil, your praife refound. 
Long as I heard, or ere in ftoiy read 
Of Englifli fame, my biafs'd partial breafl; 
Wifli'd them fuccefs, and, Happieft ftie, I cry'd. 
Of woman happieft flie, who fliarcs the love. 
The fame, the virtues, of an Englifli lord ! 

T 4 K-s^^^ 
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And now wliat (hall I fay ? bleft be the hour 
Your fair-built veffels touched th* Iberian fliore ; 
Bleft did I fay the time ? if I may blefs 
That lov*d event, let Henry's fmiles declare. 
Our hearts and cities won, will Henry's youth 
Forego its nobler conqueft ? will he flight 
The foft endearments of the lovelier fpoil ? 
And yet Iberia's fons, with every vow 
Of lading faith^ have fworn thefe humble charms 
Were not excelled ; the fource of all their pains. 
And love her juft defert, who fues for love 3 
But fues to thee^ wliile natives iigh in vain. 

Perhaps in Henry's eye (for vulgar minds 
Piflfent from his) it fpreads an hateful ftaln 
On honeft fame^ amid his train to bear 
A female friend. Then learn, my gentle youth! 
Not love himfelf, with all the pointed pains 
That ftore his quiver, ihall feduce my foul 
From honour's laws. Elvira once deny'd 
A conforms name, more fwift tlian lightning flies. 
When elements difcordant vex the (ky, 
Shall blufhing from the form flie loves retire. 

Yet if the fpecious wi(h, the vulgai- voice 

Has titled prudence, fways a foul like tliine. 

In gems or gold what proud Iberian dame 

Eclipfes me ? Nor paint the dreary ftoi-ms 

Or hair-breadth fcapes that haunt the boundlefs deejv 

And force from tendei- eyes the fileut tear j 

When memory to the penfive maid fuggefls. 

In fiill contraft, the fafe domeiUc fceue 

For 
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For thefe refign'd. Beyond the frantic rage 
Of conquering heroes brave, the female mind> 
When fteelM by love, in love's moft horrid way 
Beholds not danger, or beholding fcoms. 
Heaven take my life, but let it crown my love." 

She ceas'd, and ere his words her fate decreed. 
Impatient, watch'd the language of his eye : 
There pity dwelt, and from its tender fphere 
Sent looks of love, and faithlefs hopes infpir'd. 

" Forgive me, generous maid, the youth return*dy 
If, by thy accents charmM, thus long I bore 
To let fuch fwcctnefs plead, alas ! in vain ! 
Thy virtue merits more than crowns can yield 
Of folid blifs, or happieft love beftow. 
But ere from native fhores I ploughed the main, 
To one dear maid, by virtue and by charms 
Alone endcar'd, my plighted vows I gave ; 
To guard my faith, whatever chance fhould wait 
My warring fword : if conqueft, fame, and fpoil, 
Grac'd my return, before her feet to pour 
The glittering treafure, and the laurel wreath 5 
Enjoying conqueft then, and fame, and ipoil. 
If fortune frown'd adverfe, and death forbade 
The blifsful union, with my lateft breath 
To dwell on Medway's and Maria's name. 
This ardent vow deep-rooted, from my foul 
No dangers tore ; this vow my bofom fir'd 
To conquer danger, and the fpoil enjoy. 
Her (hall I leave, with fair events elate. 

Who 



MORAL PI E CE S. aSf- 

Vith care convey. And* Well may fuch adorn 
[er chearful front, who finds in thee alone 
'he fource of every tranfport ; but difgi^ace 
ly penfive breafi, which dcom'd to lafting woe, 
a thee the fource of every blifs refigns. 

And now farewel, thou darling yowth ! the gem ^ 
'fEngii/h merit! pface, content, and joy, 
.nd tender hopes, and young defires, farewell 
.ttend, ye fmiHng train, this gallant mind 
ack to his native ihores ; there fwcetly fmooth 
i» evening pillow; dance around his groves j 
"nd, where he treads, with violets paint his way.- 
ut leave Elvira ! leave her^ now no more 
our frail companion ! in the fiicied cells 
f fome lone, cloifter let me ftiroud my ihame; • 
*hcre, to the matin bell, obfequious, pour 
fy conftant orifoas. The wanton Loves, 
:nd gay DeHres, (hall fpy the glimmering toweiVy*' 
.nd wing their flight aloof : but reft confirmM^ 
hat never (hall £lvira*s tongue conclude 
ler (horteft prayer, ere Henry's dear fuccefs^ 
'he warmeft accent of her zeal employ." 

Thus fpoke the weeping &ir, whofe artlefs mind^ 
npai|ial fcornM to model her efteem 
y native cnftoms} drefs, and face,, and air» 
.nd manners, lefs j nor yet refolv'd in vain*- 
e, bound by prior love, the folemn: vow 
■iven and received, to foft compaffion gave 
. tender tear $ then with that kisid adieu 
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Eftecm could warrant, wcaryM heaven with prayen 
To (hield that tender breaft he left forlorn. 

He ceas*d, and to the cloifter's penflve fcene 
Elvira fliapM lier folitary way. 

The SCHOOL-MISTRESS. 

In Imitation of Spenser. 

" Audits voces, vagitus & ing^s> 
^< Infantumque aiiiaiae flentes in limine prime.''* Virg. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

What particulars in Spenfer were imagined mod 

proper for the Author's imitation on this occa- 

Jton^ are his language^ his ftmplicity^ his manner 

of defer ipt ion ^ and a peculiar tender fie/s o£./eMt> 

ment remarkable throughout his works. 

A H me ! full forely is my heart forlorn, 
"^^ To think how modeft worth aegle£^ed lies ; 
While partial fame doth with her Wafts adonW- 
Such deeds alone, as pride and pomp difguifcj 
Deeds of ill fort, and mifchievous emprize : 
Lend me thy clarion, goddefs ! let me try 
To found the praife of merit, ere it dies j 
Such as I oft have chaunced to efpy, 
^oft in the dreary (hades of dull obfcurity. 
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In every village mark'd with little fpire, 
Em bowcrM in trees, and hardly known to fame. 
There dwells, in lowly fhcd, and mean attire, 
A 'matron old, whom we fchool-roiflrefs name^ 
\Vho boaih unnily brats with birch to tame 9 
They grievcn lore, in piteous durance pent, 
Aw\l by the power of this relentlefs dame j 
And oft-times, on vagaries idly bent, 
i^oi* unkempt hair, or taik unconn^>d, arc forely ihent!. 

And all m fight doth rife a birchen tree, 
Which learning near her little dome did ftowe^ 
Whilom a twig-of Imall regard to fee, 
Though now fo wide its waving branches flow; • 
And work the fimplc vaflals mickle woe j 
•For not a wind might t:url the leaves that blew, 
But their limbs fhudderM, and their pulfe beat lowj 
And as they lookM they found their horror grew. 
And ihapM it into rods, and tingled at the view« 

•So have I feen (who has not, may conceive,) 
A lifelefs phantom near a garden placM } 
So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave. 
Of fjiort, of long, of pleafure, ofrepaft; 
They ftart, they ttare, they wheels they look aghsft ^ 
Sad fervitude ! fuch comfortlefs annoy 
May no bold Briton^s riper age e'er tafte ! 
Ne fupcrftition clog his dance of joy, 
^e vifion empty, vain, his native blils deftroy^ 

Near 
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Near to this dome is. found a patch £o green. 
On which the tribe their gamboks do drfplay^ 
And at the 4oor impriibning board is feen. 
Left wealdy wights of 4inaller iize fhould ftray.^ 
£ager», perdle^ to ba(k. in funny ^ay ! 
The noifes intermixed, - which thence refound. 
Do learning's little tenement betray: 
Where ills the dame^ difguis'd in .look profound, 

^ndcyjes. her. fairy, throng, and tums^her wheel anmal. 

Her cap, far whiter than the driven fhew, 
.Emblem right meet of decency does«jieId ; 
Her apron dy'dln graio* as blu^, Itrowe, 
^8 is the hare-bell thatmdoms the afield i 
And in hei* hand, for fc^pter, (he does wield 
Tway birchen fprays ; iwith anxioua fear entwin'dt 
With dark difti-nft, and.fad repentance ftlPd ; 
And ftedlaft hate, and.&arp affli^ion joinM, 
And fury uncontroul'd, and chafti fi nnc n t unkind. 

Few but have ken'^d^ in femblance meet pourtray*<^ 
The childifh faces of old.Eol's train ; 
Xibs, Notus, Aufter4 theie in frowns arrayed* 
How then wouldfare or. earth, or iky, or maini 
Were the Atm god to give his (laves the rein ? 
And were not (he rebellious breafis to qiiell^ 
And were not (he her (bitutes to maintatn» 
The cot no more, I weep, were deeni'd the cell, 
'Where .comely.peace<of mind, and decent order dwell. 

' Aru(ret 
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, A rufTet ftole was o*er her ihonlders thrawn i 

A njflet kirtle fenc'd the nipping air j 
-'Xwas fimple ruflfet, but it was her own ; 

'Twas her ,own country bred the flock fo fair! 

^Twas her own labour did the fleece prepare ; 

And, footh to fay, her pupils^ ranged ai'ound^ 

Through pious awe, did term it pafling rare ; 

For they in gaping wonderment abound, 
.And think, no doubt, ihe been die i^reateft wight, ot 
ground. 

.Albeit ne flattery did comipt her ^trutfay 

^Ne pompous title did debauch her ear; 
Goody, good-woman, goflip, n*aunt> forAwth^ 
Or damej the fole additions (he did hear | 
Yet thefe ihe ehaheng'd, thefe ihe held right degri 
Ne would efteem him a£i as mought behove. 
Who ihoul{! not honoured eld with tlicfe revere : 
For never title yet ib me^n- could pi;ove, 
^ut tiiere was eke a mind which did that titIe.love« 

One ancient hen ihe took delight to fetdf 
The plodding pattern pf .the bufy dame } 
Which, ever and anon, impellM by need> 
Into her fchool, begirt with chickens, camej 
Such favour did her paf^ deportment claim : 
Andj if negle£l had laviih^d.on tlie ground 
Fragment of bread, ihe would. colle6fc the fame.| 
For well ihe knew, and qUaintly could expound. 
What fm it were to waile iheimalleft xnimb ihe found* 

Herbs 
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Herbs too (he knew, and well of each could fpeak 
That In her garden l:p'd the filvciy dew j 
Where no vaui flower difclos'd a o^wdy ftreak ; 
But herbs for ufc, and phyl'ic, not a few. 
Of grey renown, wit.hin thofe borders grew : 
The tufted bafi!, pun-provok.Ing. thyme, 
Frefh baum, and mary-gold of chearful hue; 
The lowly gill, that never dares to climb ; 
And more I fain would fing, difdaining here to rhyme 

Yet euphrafy may not be kf: unfung. 
That gives dim eyes to wander- leagues around j 
And pungent radifli, biting infants tongue; 
Andplantain ribb'd, that hoals tiie reaper's wound 
And mai-joram fweet, in fhcpherd^s pofie found j 
And lavender, whole fpikes of azure bloom 
^hall be, ere-while, in arid bundles bound. 
To lurk amidft the labours of her loom, 
And crown her kerchiefs clean, with mickle rare pcrfur 

A"nd here trim rofemarine, that whilom ci*ownM 
The daintieft garden of theproudeft peer; 
Ere, driven from its envy'd fite, it found 
A facred flielter for its branches here 5 
Where edg'd with gold its glittering fkirts appear. 
Oh waflel days ! O cuftoras meet and well ! 
Ere this was bani/li'd from its lofty fphere : 
Simplicity then fought this humble cell. 
Nor «7er v/ould (he more with thane and losdling dwcl 

Ha 
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Here oft the dame, on fabbath^s decent eve. 
Hymned fuch pfalms a« Sternhold forth did mete, 
If winter 'twere, ihe to her hearth did cleave, 
Bnt in her garden found a fumraer-feat : 
Sweet melody ! to bear her ^en repeat 
How Ifrad^^ Tons, beneath a 'foreign king, 
Whilis tatinting-foe^meh did a long intreat. 
All,' for the nonce, untuning every ifaing, 
Uphungthcirufclefs lyres — fmall heart had tfaeytoiing. 

For ftie was Juft, and -friend to virtuous lore. 
And paf«'d much time rn truly virtuous deedj 
And, in thofe eHins' cars, woulii oft deplore 
The times, when truth bypopiih ragedid bleed-; 
And tortious death was true devotion's meed 5 
And^fimple faith in iron chains did -moum, 
Thait nould on -wooden image place her creed ; 
And lawny faints in fmouldering flames did bitmi ; 
Ah ! deareft lord, forefend,thilk days ihould e ler cetum. 

In elbow-chair, like that of Sxrottilh ftem " 
By the iharp tooth of xanko-mg eld defac^it. 
In which, when he receives his diadem> 
Our foversign prince and liefeft liege is placM, 
The matron fate^ and Tome witJi rank fhegrac'd, 
(The fource of chiidrens and of courtiers pride !) 
RedrefsM affronts, for vile affronts there paAM j 
And wamM them not the fretful to deride, 
Sut love each •other dear, whatever them betide. 

U night 



^^" i « little VaAtb*vrP^f^,,rfold. 
,TN»VlWV.d:pe»' .t^rttbecommaadl 

cti George s ^'^"^ that 1^» y-gaait^g 
fair a« ^^ "^ 



or* 
Spencer, 



THE SCHOOL.MI STRESS, xpw 

O nithful fccnc • when^froma^nookobicures -^ 
His little, dfterjdoth his peril fee : 
All playful as (he fate, flie grows demure j 
She finds full foon her wonted fpirits flcej • 
She meditates a prayer to fet him free : 
Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny 
(If gentle pai:don could with dames agree) 
To her fad grief that fwells in either eye. 
And wrings her fo that all for pity Ihe could dye* .*. 

No longer can ihe now her (krieks command ; ^ 
And hardly (he forbears, through awful fear. 
To ruflien forth, and, with prefumptuous hand> 
To ftay harfh juftice in its mid career. 
On thee (he calls, on thee her parent dear ! 
(Ah ! too remote to ward the ihameful blow ! ) 
She fees no kind domeftic vifage near. 
And foon a flood of tears begins to flow 5 
Ard gives aloofe at laft to unavailing woe. 

But ah ! what pen his piteous plight may trace? 
Or what device his loud laments explain ? 
The. form uncouth of his difguifed face ? 
The {>allid hue that dyes his looks amain ? 
The plenteous (hower that does his cheek didainiii 
When he, in abjeft wife, implores the dame, 
Ne hopeth aught of fweet reprieve to gain 3 
Or when from high flie levels well her aim, 
And, through the thatch, his cries each falling ijtroke- 
proclaim. 

U ^ Th« 
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The other tribe, aghaft, with fore difmay. 
Attend, and cojin their ta(ks with miclde care : 
By tvms, aftony'd, eveiy twig Airvey, 
And, from their fellows* hateful wounds^ beware} 
Knowing, I wift, how each the fame may (hare; 
Till fear has taught them a performance meet, 
And to the well-known cheft the dame repair | 
Whence oft with fugar'd cates (he doth them greet, 
And ginger-bread y-rarej now certes, doubly fweet! 

See to their feats they hye with merry glee. 
And in befeemly order fittcn there j 
All but the wight of bum y-galled, he, 
Abhorreth bench and ftool, and fourm, and chair; 
(This hand in mouth y-fix\i, that rends his hair;) 
And eke with fnubs profound, and heaving breail, 
Convulilons intermitting 1 does declare 
His grievous wrong ; his dame's unjuft beheft ; 
And fcoms her ofFerM love, and ihuns to be carefs'd. 

His face befprent with liquid cryftal ihines. 
His blooming face that feems a purple flower. 
Which low to earth its drooping head declines. 
All fmear'd and fullyM by a vernal fhower. 
O the hard bofoms of defpotic power ! 
All, 'kll, but fhe, the author of his fhame, . 
All, all, but (he, regret this mournful hour : 
Yet hence tlie youth, and hence the flower, ftiall claim, 
li fo I deem aright, tranfcending worth and fame. 

2 Behind 
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Behind fome door, in melancholy thought, 
Mindlefs of food, he, dreary caitiff! pines 5 
Ne for his fellows joyapnce careth aught, 
But to the wind all merriment reilgns ; 
And deems it ihame, if he to peace inclines { 
And many a fullen look afcance is fent. 
Which for his darnels annoyance he defigns 5 
And ftill the moi^ to pleafurc him flie 's bent, 
-Tlie more doth he, pcrverfe, her haviour paft refent. 

Ah me ! how much 1 fear left pride it be ! 
But if that pride it be, which thus infpires. 
Beware, ye dames, with nice difcernment iee. 
Ye quench not too the fparks of nobler fires : 
Ah ! better far than all tlie Mufes' lyres. 
All coward arts, is valour's generous heat; 
The firm fixt breaft which fit and right requires. 
Like Vernon's patriot foul j more juftly great 
Than craft that pimps for ill, or flowery falfe deceit. 

Yet, nurs'd with fkill, what dazzling fruits appear ! 
Ev'n now fagacious forefight points to ihow 
A little bench of heedlefs bifhops here, 
And there a chancellour in embryo. 
Or bard fublime, if bard may e'er be fo. 
As Milton, Shakefpeare, names that ne'er fhall dye ! 
Though now he crawl along the ground fo low. 
Nor weeting how the Mufe ihould foar on high, 
Wifhcth, poor ftarveling elf! his paper kite may fly. 

., U 3 And 
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' And this perhaps, who* cenfuring the deAgn, 
Low lays the houfe which that of cards doth build, 
Shall Dennis be ! if rigid fate incline. 
And many an epic to his rage ihall yield ; 
And many a poet quit th* Aonian field j 
And, four'd by age, pcofound he fhall appear. 
As he who now with 'fdainful fury thriird 
Surveys mine work ^ and levels many a fneer. 
And furls his wrinkly front, and cries, *< Whatftuffis 
"here?" 

But now Dan Phoebus gains the middle ikie. 
And liberty unbars her jttifon-door; 
And like a rufiiing torrent out they fiyv 
And now the grafly cirque han c<wrcr'd o>r 
With boifterous revel-rout and wild uproar $ 
Athoufand ways in wanton rings they run. 
Heaven ihield their ihort-livM (kitties, I implore ! 
For well may freedom erft fo dearly won^. 
Appear to Britiih elf more gladfome than the fun. 

Enjoy, poor imp$ ! enjoy your fportivc trade, 
Ai'id chafe gpiy flies, and cull the faireft flowers; 
For when my bones in grafs-green fods are laid j 
For never may ye tafte more carelefs hours 
In knightly caiUes or in ladies bowers. 
O vain to fcek delight in earthly thing ! 
But moft in courts where proud ai](ibition towen; 
Deluded wight I who weens fair peace can %riag 
Beneath the pompous dome of keiar or of king. 
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See in each fprite fome rarioiM bent appear! 
Thefe rudely carol moft- incondite lay ; 
Thofe fauntering on the green, with jocund leer 
Salute the ftranger paffing on his way 5' 
Some buiiden fragile ttriements of clay 5 • 
Some to the ftanding lake their courfes bend^ 
With pebbles fmootit at duck and drake to phy } . 
Thilk to the huxter's fevory cottage tend, - 
In paftry kings and queens th^ aHotted mite tb Ipfeiid. 

Here, as each feafon yields a different ftore. 
Each feafon' s ftores in order ranged been ; 
Apples with cabbage-net y-cover'd 6*ex, 
Galling ftill fore th' unmone'y'd wight, are feen 5 
And goofe-bVie clad in livery red or green j 
And here of lovely dye, the catharine pear, 
Fine pear I as lovely for thy juice, I ween : 
O may no wight e'er pennylefs come there, 
X.eft fmit with ardent love he pine with hopelefs care ! 

See ! cherries here, ere cherries yet abound. 
With thread fo white in tempting pofies ty'd. 
Scattering like blooming maid their glances round,' 
With pampered look draw little eyes afide 5 
And muft be bought, though penury betide. 
The plumb all azure and the nut all brown, 
■ And here each feafon do thofe cakes abide, 
Whofe honour'd naimes * th' inventive city own, 
Rendering through Britaih's ifle Salbpia's praifes known. 
U 4. At'mirM 

* Shrewfburv cakes. 
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Adroii'*d Salopta I that wttlvvenial pride 
Eyes her bright form in Severn's ambient wave, 
FamM for her loyal cdx^i in. perils try'd. 
Her daughters lovely, and her ftriplings brave ; 
Ah! midft the reft, may flowers adorn his grave, 
Whofe art did firft thefe dulcet cates difplay ! 
JV motive fair to learning's- imps he gave. 
Who chearlefs. o'er her darkling region ftray j 
Till reaUbn's n^rn arife, and light them on their way. 



IN. 
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INSCRIPTIONS. 

I. ^ On a Tablet againU a Root-Hotife. 

TT £ REy in cool grot and moffy cell, 
-*• -■• We rural fays and faeries dwell j 
Though rarely feen by mortal eyie. 
When the pale moon, afcending high, 
Darts through yon limes her quiyering beams. 
We friik it near thefe cryftal ftreams« 

Her beams, refle£^ed from the wave. 
Afford the light our revels crave j 
The turf, with daifies broider*d o'er 
Exceeds, we wot, the Parian floor ; 
Nor yet for artftil flrains we call. 
But liftcn to the water's fall. 

Would you then tafle our tranquil fcene. 
Be furc your bofoms be ferene j 
Devoid of hate, devoid of ffarife. 
Devoid of ail that poifons life : 
And much it *vails you in their place. 
To graft the love of human race. 

And tread with awe thefe favourM bowers. 
Nor wound the ihnibs, nor bruiic the flowers } 
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iL Ob js Us.3r. 

liL To Sir. D o s s t E X- 

jHi OME thtZf mj friendy thy f-hraa t^&t d^phj? 
^^ Come hear tliy Faucus tune his ruafcic Lay j 
Ah» rathtr come, and in thefe dtUs dilbwiL 
The care of other ibains, and tane thi&e ( 



IV. On the Back of a Gothic Scat. 

SHEPHERD, would'ft thou here obtaia 
Pleafure unalloyM with pain ? 
Joy that fuits the rural fphere ? 
Gentle Shepherd, lend an ear. 

Learn to relifh calm delight, 
Vcrchint valts a^d fountains bright j 
Trttv tftat riofftm floping hllJi, 
' Caves that echo tinkling rilU. 



If 
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If thou canft no'ehafm dJfclofc 

In the firaplfeff Imd-that btews-j 

Go, forfake thy^ pkinaird fold-. 

Join the crowd} aad toil fbrgo/fd. 

Tranquil pleafures- nerer clby^ 

BaniiK each tumultuous joyf: 

Ail but loive— lor love infpires' ' ' . • 

Fonder wifties^. warnter firesi 

Xove and all its joys be thine «• • > . 

Yet, ere thou the reins refign. 

Hear what Reafon. ieems to {ay» 

Hear attefiiLvey. and obey. 

** Crimfon leaves the rofe adom^ 
«< But beneath than lurks a thorn f 
** Fair and flowery is the brake, 
«* Yet it hide« tK©v«igtftil (httkev 

<« Think nof /he, whoft empty pride 

** Dares the fleecy garb ddiUft, 

<* Think liot (he, who, light andvain, 

<< Scorns the iheep, can Iwrt the Cv^iws. 

*♦ Ardefs deed and fmiplie* di-fcft 

" Mark the choftn- fliepherdeft •;*'. ' ' . • 

** Thoughts by decency ecmtre^^i 

« Well conceiv'd, and freely told.,. • , •- 

** Senfe,. that fhDRS each ton£uoiia vtx't ' 

** Wit, that falls ere well awttre J ' ! '> 

** Generous pl-y^ pFone to ii^ :' 

<< If her kid or lambkin die. 



500 SH£NSTONE*S POEMS. 

" Let not lucre, let not pride, 
<< Draw thee from fuch charms afide^ • 
<< Have not diofe their proper ^here? 
** Gentler paflioiis triumph here. 

«« See, to fweeten Ay repofe. 
** The bloflbm buds, the fountain flows* $ 
*< Lo ! to crown thy healthful board, 
** All that milk and fruits afford. 

** Seek no more— the reft is vain j 

«« Pleafure ending foon in pain t 

** Anguifli lightly gilded o'er ; 

«* Clofe thy wifh, and feek no more.*' 

V. On the Back of a Gothic Alcove. 

f^ You that bathe in courtly blyfle, 
^^ Or toyle in fortune^s giddy fpheare ; 
Do not too rafhly deem amyfle 

Of him that bydes contented here. . 

Nor yet difdeigne the ruffet ftoale. 

Which o'er each careleffe lymbe he flyngs ; 

Nor yet deryde t}ie beeclien bowle, 

In whyche he quaffs the lympid fprings. 

Forgive him, if at eve or dawne, 
Devoide of worldlye cark he ftray : 

Or all befide-ibme flowerye lawne, 
He wafte his ixioffisnfive daye« 
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So may he pardonne fraud and ftrife. 

If fuch in courtlyc haunt he fee : 
For faults there beene in bufyc life, 

Frona whyche thefe peaceful glenncs are free. 

VI. On a Seat, under a Spreading Beech, 

T tOC erat in votis: modus agri non ita magnus« 
^ •*• Hortus ubi, et te^lo vicinus jug^s aquae fons, 
Et paulum fylv'<£ fuper his foret. Audlius atque 
Dii melius fecere. 

VII. "On a Seat. 

lOSEPHO SFl^NCB, 

EXIMIO NOSTRO CRITONI ; 

CVI DICARI VBLLET 

MV5ARVM OMNIVM ET GRATIARX7M CH0RV8, 

DICAT AMICITIA. 

MDCCLVIII. 

Vm. On the Aflignation Seat. 

NERINE Galatea ! thymo mihi dulcior Hyblsc, 
Candidior cygnis, hedera formofior alba ! 
Cum primum pafti repetcnt praefepla tauri. 
Si quae tui Corydonis habet te cura, venito. 
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IX. On an ofiramtnted Urn, i ri (bribed to Mifs 
Dolman, a' beautiful and aniiable relation of | 
Mr. Shenstonie'*s, who died of the fmall-pox, 
about. twenty-one y^ars of age. 

PERAMA3ILI SVAE CONSOBRINAS 
M. D. 

On the other fide : 

AH MARIA 
PVF.LLARVM ELEGANTIS SI M A, 
AH FLORE VENVSTATIS ABREPTA, 
VALE I 
HEV.J^.ANTO MINVS EST 
CVM REHQVIS VERSAR-I, 
qYAM TVI 
¥fiUlNISSE ! 

X.. ,0(i ».8eat, 

CELEBERRIMO FOETAE 

ti^COBO THOM^iyN 

PROFE PONTES ILL! HON EA.STiDlTOa 

G. S. 

SEDEM HANC ORNAVIT. 

Quae tlbi, qux tali reddaxn pro carmine dona? 
Nam neque me tantum vcnientis fibilus auftrl. 
Nee percuflfa juvant flu6hi tarn litora; nee qu» 
.r^axQlas inter decurrunt fluraina valles. 

I XI. Oft 



XI. . Qn a^Se^t ajL the Bottom4)f a ^rgc Rcpt, 
* ' ""on tKe'Sidfe oriSIope. 

OLet me haunt this peaceful /hade: 
_i ! vj> i yj ::i i x* . ■ ' v ^ i .i j,i ^ ;-( a j w ■ .i 
rior let Ambition e er mvade 

The tenants of this leafy bower 

Thit'^tfn-lfcSl ^iiii '^d-flrgtif'lfifptfv/cf!' • ' 

. Hither .tli% p«?|<gE%4 Jfel«ypn. Siosr -r ^ ^ ^ ... 

From fecial meads and open fkir^^ , ,, ./ , ^ 

PleasM by this rill her courfe to (leer, 
,;An4'^tJ|e*«rpf?fpfl^iije3piyWg;«^ieiJ^.r ..-: > • .';\ 

The trout, bedrbpiutitdiicTimi^bflWkfty 

Forfakes the/iY^i^s-pr(^ dooipijt^^^^ 

Foi'fakes the fuji?^ unyiiQ\coxDfit.g^9f^x^y 

To lurk w'^t^in fchisT^ujBl^k fti»?n%. • - ; 

And fuits'l haarytba Naiad vfay> .!,:.-<. 

Flow, flow, my ftreajp^ .tliis ^vious way. 

Though lov^y ipft thy.iouniwR^irCr 

Thy waters lovely <;9ol and .fi%iif^ ,, 

Flow, gentle ftream, nor let the vain 

Thy £nM ^niulty' djftores difdaib r r' . . 

Nor let the pcnliye fage repine, 

.Whofe latent courfe refembles ^time. 

Xir. On a fmall pt)dift -ifi y^RQii/^ G*otb. 

'>.' ViRGltiO MAkpW; 
LAPIS ISTi X:VM LVCb'SAciR ESTO. 

XIII. Ob 
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XnL Os a SttM^ bja Cluljixat Spring. 

POSS PEILKTGISETS. 
DITAK qUAl SICESST IfTO PRTI COXCIDIT. 

XIV. On a StDn€ Sent, making part of aCavc 

IWTT8 AqjAE DULCIS, TITO^VB SIDILIA SAXO; 
HYMPHARVM DOMTS. 

XV. On two Seats, to two tfhls moft particolar 
Friends. Thefirftthns, 

AMICITIAB BT MERITIS 

aiCHAUDI GRATES: 

1P8AE TE, TITYEE, PINVS, 

IPilTE PONTES, IPSA HAEC AEBVSTA VOCAlANT. 

The other, 

iMkflClTIAE ET MEEITIS 
EICHARDI JAGO. 

XVL On a Statae of Venus de Medicia. 

i— «< Semi edu6bi Vcnus.^ 

it ^1^ o Venus» Venus here retired, 

^ «* My ibber vows I jny : 
«* Not htr on Piphian plains idmir^d» 
M TIm bold» the pcrt» ^PJ* 

^ Not 
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•* Not her whofe amorous leer prevaird 

** To bribe the Phiygian boy; 
** Not her who, clad in aimour, fail'd 

** To fave difaftrous Troy. 

** Frefh rifing from the foamy tide, 

** She every bofom warms 5 
** While half withdrawn (he fecms to hide^ 

" And half reveals, her charms. 
** Learn hence, yc boaftful fons of tafte, 

" Who plan the rural (hade ; 
** Learn hence to fliun the vicious wafte 

'* Of pomp, at large difplay'd. 

** Let fweet concealment's magic art 

*' Your mazy bounds invcft ; 
** And while the fight unveils a part, 

" Let fancy paint the reft. 
** Let coy referve with coft unite 

** To gi-ace your wood or field ; 
« No ray obtiiifive pall the fight, 

** In aught you paint, or build. 
•' And far be driven the fumptuous glai-e 

** Of gold, from Britilh groves ; 
** And far the meretricious air 

** Of China's vain alcoves. 

*' 'Tis bafhful beauty ever twines • 

" The moft coercive chain ; 
** 'Tis fhe, that fovereign rule declines, 
** Who beft defcrves to rcig-n." 

X XVII. In- 
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XVII. Intended to be written at the Beginning of 
a Colledion of Flowers, which Mr, Shenstone 
coloured for Mrs. Jago. 

ELEGANTISSIMAE PVELLAE 

DOROTHEAE FANCOVRT^ 

<^AE PERDILECTI SVI CONDISCIPVLI 

RICHARDI lAGO 

AMORES MERVIT, 

D. D. 

GVLIELMVS SHENSTONE; 

DEBITAE NYMPHIS OPIFEX COB.ONAB. 

XVIII. Propofed to Mr. Graves by Mr. Shek- 
8T0N£> as a proper Infcription for hinifelf. 

AMICITIAE G. 6« 

MAIADAS PARITER AC MVSAS 

fiXCOLENDOy 

SIMUL ET VILLAM EIVS SLEGANTISSIMAU 

NOMEIK^E S¥¥M 

ILLVSTRAVIT. 

<< (FORTTNATVS £T ILLB DEOS <^1 HOVIT 

*« AGRESTES) 
«< PAHl^E, STLTANTM^C, SSHBll^ RTM- 
*< PHA$<^S $0«.ORES«^ VlRG. 

¥£ JISBS 
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V E R S. E S 

t o 
. Mr. S H E N S T O N E. 

Written on a Ferme Ornee, near Birmingham. 

By the late Lady Luxborough. 

5'Tp IS Nature here bids plcafmg fcenes arife, 
'*• And wifely gives them Cynthio to revife s 
To veil each blemifh j brighten every grace j 
Yet ftill preferve the lovely parent's face. 
How well the Bard obeys, each valley tells ; 
Thefe lucid ftreams, gay meads, and lonely cells 5 
Where mod^ft Art in filence lurks conccal'd. 
While Nature ftiines fo gracefully reveal'd. 
That fhe triumphant claims the total plan, 
And, with frelh pride, adopts the work of man. 

To William SHEKSTONE,£fq; attheLsASOWES. 
By Mr. Graves. 
** Vellem in amicitia fie erraremus '/' KoR. 

Q E E ! the tall youth, by partial Fate's decree, * 
^ To affluence born, and from reftraint fet free. 
Eager he feeks the fcenes of gsy refort. 
The mall, the rout, the play-houfe, and the court : 

X i SooD 
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Soon for fome vamifli'd nymph of dubious fame. 

Or powderM peerefs, counterfeits a flame. 

Behold him now, enraptured, fwear and figh, 

Drefs, dance, drink, revel, all he knows not why j 

Till, by kind fate reftor'd to country air. 

He marks the rofes cf fome rural fair : 

Smit with her unafFefted native charms, 

A real pailion foon his bofom warms ; 

And, wak*d from idle dreams, he takes a wife. 

And taftes the genuine happinefs of life. 

Thus, in the vacant feafon of the year. 
Some Templar gay begins his wild career. 
From feat to feat o'er pompous fcenes he flies. 
Views all with equal wonder and furprize ; 
Till, fick of domes, arcades, and temples grown, 
He hies fatigued, not fatisfied, to town. 
Yet if fome kinder Genius point his way 
To where the Mules o'er thy Leafowcs ftray, 
Charm'd with the fylvan beauties of the place. 
Where Art aflumcs the fweets of Nature*s face. 
Each hill, each dale, each confecrated grove. 
Each lake, and falling ftream, his rapture move. 
Like the fage captive in Calypfo's grott. 
The cares, the pleafures, of the world forgot. 
Of calm content he hails the genuine fpherc. 
And longs to dwell a blifsful hermit here. 



V EK- 
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VERSES received by thepoft, fromaLADY 
unknown, 1761. 

TT E A L T H to the Bard in Leafowes' happy groves j 
^^ Health, and fweet converfe with the Mufe he 

loves 1 
The humbleft votary of the tuneful Nine, 
With trembling hand, attempts her artlefs line. 
In numbers fuch as untaught nature brings ; 
As flow, fpontaneous, like thy native fprings. 

But ah ! what airy forms around me rife ? 
The ruflet mountain glows with richer dies i 
In circling dance a pigmy crowd appear. 
And hark ! an infant voice falutes my ear : 

* Mortal, thy aim we know, thy talk approve j 

< His merit honour, and his genius love : 

* For us what verdant carpets has he fpread, 

* Where nightly we our myftic mazes ti'ead ! 
« For us, each fliady grove and rural feat, 

* His falling dreams and flowing numbers fweet ! 

< Didft thou not mark, amid the winding dell, 

< What tuneful verfe adorns the mofly cell ? 

< There every fairy of our fprightly train 

* Refort, to blefs tlie woodland and the plain. 

* There, as we move, unbidden beauties glow, 

* The green turf brightens, and the violets blow j 

* And there with thoughts fublime we blefs the fwain, 
^ Nor we infpire, nor he attends, in vain. 

X 3 « Go, 
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* Go, fimple rhymer ! bear this meflage true 5 
« The truths that fairies di6kafte iione fliall tue. 

• Say to the Bard in Leafowes* happy grove, 

• Whom Dryads honour, and whom Fairies love-^ 
" Content thyfelf no longer that thy lays, 

** By others fofterM, lend to others {nraifc ; 

** No longer to the favouring world refufe 

<* The welcome treaftires of thy poHfliM Mufe { 

** The fcatter^d blooms, that boaft thy vallied name, 

** Colle£l, unite, and give the wreath to fame s 

** Ne'er can thy virtues, or thy verfe, engage 

*^ More folid praile than in this haj^eft age, 

*' When fenfe and merit ^s cherifli*d by the throne, 

*' And each illuftrious privilege their own. 

" Though modeft be thy gentle Mufe, I ween, *] 

** Oh, lead her blufhing from the daify'd green, j 

" A fit attendant on Britannia's Qj^een/' ] 

Ye fportive elves, as faitliful I relate 
Th* intruded mandates of your fairy ftate, 
Yifit thefe wilds again wi(h nightly care $ 
So ihall my Icine, of all the herd, repair 
In healthful plight to fill the copious pail ! 
My iheep lie pent with fafety in the dale : 
My poultry fear no robber in the rood. 
My linen more than common whitenefs boaft i 
Let order, peace, and houfewifry be mine ; 
Shenftone, be fancy, fame, and fortune thine. 

CoTSWOtn.0IA. 
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On the difcoveiy of an Echo at Edgbaston. 
By . 

TT A 1 what art thou, whofe voice unknown 

-■• -■• Pours on thefe plains its tender moan ? 

Art thou the nyihph in Shenftone*s dale. 

Who doft witli plaintive note bewail 

That he forfakes th' Aonian maids. 

To court inconftant rills and ihades ? 

Mourn not, fweet nymphs— alas, in vain 

Do they invite, and thou complain- 
Yet, while he woo'd the gentle throng, 

With liquid lay and melting fong, . 
.The lifteningherd around him ftray'd. 

In wanton frifk the lambkins play'd. 

And every Naiad ceasM to lave 

Her azure limbs amid the wave. 

The Graces danc'd 5 the rofy band 

Of Smiles and Loves went hand Sn hand $ 

And purple Pleafures ftrew'd the way 

With fweeteft flowers : and every ray 

Of each fond Mufe, with rapture fir'd. 

To glowing thought his breaft infpirM. 

The hills rejoic'd, the valleys rung. 

All nature fmird, while Shenftone fung. 
So charm'd his lay j but now no more— 

Ah I why doft thou repeat—" no more ?" 

Ev'n now he hies to deck the grove. 

To deck the fctne the Mufes love ; 

X 4- A-wj 
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And foon again will own their fway. 
And thou refound the peerlefs lay. 
And with immortal numbers fill 
Each rocky cave and vocal hill. 

VERSES by Mr. Dodsley, on his firft arriwl 
at the LEAS OWES, 1754. 

" TT O W (hall I fix my wandering eye ? Where find 
-" «« The fource of this enchantment ? Dwells it in 
<< The woods ? or waves there not a magic wand 
«* O'er the franflucent waters ? Sure, unfeen, 
<* {some favouring power direfts the happy lines 
*« That (ketch thefe beauties ; fwells the rifing hills, 
«* And fcoops the dales, to Nature's fineft forms, 
*< Vague, undetermined, infinite 5 untaught 
<* By line or compafs, yet fupremely fair/' 
So fpake Philenor, as with rapturM gaze 
He travel s'd Damon's farm. From diftant plains 
Ke (ought his friend's abode : nor had the fame 
Of that new-formM Aicadia reach'd his ear. 

And thus the fwain, as o'er each hill and dale^ 
I'hrough lawn or thicket he purfued his way i 
«* What is it gilds the verdure of thefe meads 
«* With hues more bright tlian fancy paints tlie flowers 
** Of Paradife ? What Naiad's guiding hand 
<* Leads, through the broider'd vale, the lucid rills, 
" That, murmuring as they flow, bear melody 
** Along their banks j and through the vocal (hades, f 
*' Improve ti:c miific of the woodland choir ? ■ | 

" What :| 
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<* What penfive Dryad raisM yon folemn grove, 

" Where minds contemplative, at clofe of day 

" Retiring, Mufe o'er Nature's various works, 

<* Her wonders venerate, or her fweets enjoy—* 

« What room for doubt ? Some rural deity, 

** Prefiding, fcatters o'er th' unequal lawns, 

•< In beauteous wildnefs, yon fair-fpreading trees } 

<* And mingling woods and waters, hills and dales, 

** And herds and bleating flocks, domeflic fowl, 

<< And thofe that fwim the lake, fees rifmg round 

*< More pleafing landflcips than in Tempe's vale 

** Peneus water'd. Yes, fome fylvan god 

** Spreads wide the varied profpeft ; waves the woods, 

*' Lifts the proud hills, and clears thefhining lakes 5 

** While, from the congregated waters pour'd, 

** The burfting tonent tumbles down the fteep 

** In foaming fury ; fierce, irregular, 

«* Wild, interrupted, crofs'd with rocks and root^ 

** And interwoven trees 5 till, foon abforb'd, 

** An opening cavern all its rage entombs. 

** So vanifli human glories ! Such the pomp 

** Of fwelling warriors, of ambitious kings, 

** Who fret and ftrut their hour upon the ftage 

** Of bufy life, and then are heard no more ! 

** Yes, 'tis enchantment all — And fee, the fytlU, 
** The powerful incantations, magic verfe, 
** Infcrib'd on every tree, alcove, or urn.— 
<« Spells ! —Incantations ! —all, my tuneful friend ! 
** Thine are the numbers ! thine the wondrous work !««• 
** Yes, gieat magician ! now I rcr.d thee right, 

«* And 
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«* And lightly weigh all Torcery But thiirc. 

«• No Kai'ad's leadkig ftep condufls the rill j 

*« Not" fylrah god prefiding ikirts the lavvn 

«« In beauteous wiidnefs, with fair- fpreading trcW ; 

" Nor magic wand hds fcircumfcrib*d the fceiie. 

« *Tis riiine own tafte, thy genius that prefides, 

<« Nor heeds there other deity, noi- needs 

*/ More potent fpells than they.*' — No more the fwain 

For io, his Damoh, o'er tlic ttifted lawii 

Advancing, leadis him to the fbcial dbihe. 

To Mr. R.D. on the Death of Mr. 8hbnstone. 

••< Thee, fliepherd, tliee, thfe woods and defart caves, 
*« With wild thyme and the gadding vine o'ergrown, 
" And all their echofes mourn/' Milt. 

^rp 1 8 paft ! my friend j the tranCent feene is closed! 

^ The fairy pile, ih' enchanted rifion rats'd 
By Damon's magic (kill, is loft in aJr! 

What though the lawns and pendant woods remain, 
Each tinkling ftreara, each iiifhing cataraft, 
Witl» kpfe inceffant ethoes through the dale ? 
Yet what avails the lifelcfs landflcip now ? 
The charm 's difliilv'd ; the genius of the wood, 
Alas ! is flown— for Damon h no more. 

As when from fair Lyceum crown'd with pines, 

Or Mienalus with leaves autumnal ftrew'd. 

The tuneful Pan retires ; the vocal hills 

Refound no more^ and all Arcadia mourns. 

Yd 
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Yet here we fondly dreamt of lafting joys : 
it^i% vrt tad hop^di from noify throngrs redrM, 
^o drink Itirge draughts of friendfliip's cordial ftreatti ; 
In fweet oblivion wrapt, by Damon^s verfc. 
And focial convcrfc, many a ru^M[iei'*9 day. 

Itoniantic wi(h ! In vain frail mortals trici 
Th' impeifeft iketch of human blifs — whilft yet 
Th' enraptured fire his well-plann'd ftrufture rievTSy 
Majeftic rifing 'midft his infant groves ; 
Sees the dark laurel fpread its gldffy ihade. 
Its languid bloom the purple lilach bleUd, 
Or pale labumuhi drop its penfil^ chain : 
Death fpreads the fatal iliaft, and bids his hftir 
Tranfplant die cyprefs round his father'* tomb. 

Oh ! teach me then, like you, my friend, to raife 
To moral truths my groveling fong ; for, ah ! 
Too long, by la^ArUfs fancy led aftray. 
Of nymphs arid gl-ovfis I've dreamt, and dahcing fawns 
Or Naiad leaning o'er her tinkling urn. 
Oh ! could I learn to fanftify my ftrains 
With hymns, like thole by tuneful Meyrick iuftg-*. 
Or rather catch the melancholy founds 
From Warton's refed, or Mafon's !yre-.i4o painC 
The ludden gloom that damps my fotll-^But fee! 
Melpomene herfelf has fnatch*d the pipe, 
"With which fad Lyttelton his Lucia moum'd | 
And plaintive cries^ My Shcnftone is no more! 

R. Graves. 

VERSES 
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VERSES written at the Gardens of Wiuii 
Shen8toke> Efquire, near Birmingbam, 175^ 

" Ule terranim mihi praeter omnes 

*• Anguius ridet." H( 

Xrr O U L D you thefc lov'd recefles trace, 

^ ^ And view fair Nature's modeft face ? 
See her in every field-flower bloom ? 
O'er every thicket ftied perfume ? 
By verdant groves, and vocal hills. 
By xnofTy grotts, near purling rills. 
Where'er you turn your wondering eyes. 
Behold her win without difguife. 

What though no pageant trifles here. 
As in the glare of courts, appear j 
Though rarely here be heard the name 
Of rank, or title, power, or fame 5 
Yet, if ingenuous be your mind, 
A blifs more pure and unconfin'd 
Your ftep attends — Draw freely nigh. 
And meet the Baid's benignant eye s 
On him no pedant forms await. 
No proud referve (huts up his gate j 
No fpleen, no party views control 
That warm benevolence of Ibul, 
. Which prompts the friendly generous part 
Regardlefs of each venal art | 
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Kegardlefs of the world's acclaim $ 
And courteous with no felfifti aim. 
Draw freely nigh, and welcome find. 
If not the coftly, yet the kind. 
Oh, he will lead you to the cells 
Where every Mufe and Virtue dwells, 
Where the green Dryads guard his woods^ 
Where the blue Naiads guide his floods ; 
Where all the Sifter-Graces gay. 
That ihapM his walk's meandering way. 
Stark-naked, or but wreath'd with flowers^ 
Lie (lumbering foft beneath his bowers. 

Wak'd by tlie ftock-dove's melting ftrain. 
Behold them rife ! and, with the train 
Of nymphs that haunt the ftream or grove. 
Or o'er the flowery champain rove, 
Join hand in hand — attentive gaze— 
And mark the dance''s myftic maze. 

** Such is the waving line," they cry, 
*< For ever dear to Fancy's eye ! 
'* Yon ftream that wandei-s down the dale, 
** The fpiral wood, the winding vale, 
** The path which, wrought with hidden ikill, 
*"* Slow twining fcales yon diftant hill 
** With fir invefted— all combine 
** To recommend the waving line. 

** The wreathed rod of Bacchus fair, 
«« The ringlets of Apollo's hair, 
** The wand by Ma'ia's offspring borne, 

** The fraooth volutes- of Ammon*s horn, 

«« The 
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" The ftruaur^ ^ ^ Cypfiaa d^npe, 
«* And each fair fepaiie's beauteous fnune, 
" Shew, to the pupils of defign, 
** The triumphs of the waviijg ii^e." 

Then gaze, and mark that union iwtet. 
Where fair convex and concave zavoiet; 
And while, quick fiiifting as you ftray. 
The vivid fcenes on fancy play j 
The lawn, of aipeft fmooth and mild j 
The foreil-ground grotefque and v/ild ; 
The flunib that fceatt the mounting gale j 
The ftream rough daihing down the dale^ 
From rock to rock, in eddies toft j 
The diftant lake in which 'tis loft ; 
Blue hills gay bi^aming through the glade j 
Lone urns that iblcmjuze the ihade j 
Sweet interchange of all that charms 
In groves, meads, dingles, rivulets, farms I 
If aught riie.^r confufion pleai]b. 
With lafting health, and lafting eaie. 
To hinpk Twho ferm'd the blii&ful bower^ 
And gave thy life one trajaqwil hour ; 
Wi/h pjeace axi4 freedom-!- tb/sfe pofl^ft. 
His tempcratje mind feciures tlie reft. 

But if thy foul fw;}i blife defpife. 
Avert thy dull incurious eyes j 
Go fix them th^:e» wh^are gems and gold> 
Improved by Art, their p<wlrer unfoUi i 
Go try in. Q^itftly fpiQiM^ tQ ficac^ 
A fairer jhm 9f JfeUMlce'* face i 
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<70 fcorn Sjmplj^ftjfod^JcBDw, 
That all our heart-felt joys b^Wxw, 
That ail which virtue lovfs tQ m^fufi^ 
Which art configns to laftiag fame. 
Which fixes wit or beauty's throne, 
^Derives its iburce from Her alone. 

Arcadio. 

To William Shenstone, Efq; inhi,s Sicjtn^fi, 

By Mr. Woodhouse, 

xrE flowery plains, ye breezy woods, 

•* Ye l^owers and gay alcwes. 

Ye falling ftreanisi, ye filyer flop<te. 
Ye grottoes, ^ud ye groyes-I 

Alas ! my heart feels np deiighty 

Though, I youi- charais Curvey ; 
While he confumes in p^in the nighty 

In languid fighs tlie day. 

The flowers difclofe a thoufand bloons, 

A thoufan^. fSt^etkU ^ifyfki 
Yet all in vain they ih/pd pecf^mes^ 

In vain difpl^y ti/cir fej^. 

Heftrain, ye flowers, yo«r tlioughtleTs pride. 

Recline your gaudy l^afi^ i 
'And fadly drooping, fv^l^y £<k» 
.Embrap^^^mrfelPWiA Jhedp* 

Tall 
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Tall oaks, that o>r the woodland ihade. 

Your lofty fummits reai^ 
Ah> why, in wonted charms array'^d. 

Expand your leaves fo fair ! 
For lo, the flowers as gayly fmile* 

As wanton waves the tree ; 
And though I fadly plain the while. 

Yet they regard not me. 

Ah> fhould the Fates an arrow fend. 
And ftrike the fatal wound. 

Who, who fhall then your fweets defend. 
Or fence your beauties round ? 

But hark., perhaps, the plumy throng 
Have learnt my plaintive tale, 

And fome fad dirge, or mournful fong. 
Comes floating in th€ gale. 

Ah, no ! they chant a fprightly ftrain 
To foothe an amorous mate ; 

Unmindful of my anxious pain 
And his uncertain fate. 

But fee, thefe little murmuring rills 
With fond repinings rove ; 

And trickle wailing down the hills, 
Or weep along the grove. 

Oh, mock not if, befide your ftream. 

Ye hear me too repine $ 
Or aid with fighs yoiir moumfVil themei 

And fondly call him mine, 
a 
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Ye envious wiifdsy the caufe difplay. 

In whifpers as ye blow. 
Why did your treacherous gales convey 

The poifon'd (hafts of woe ? 
Did he not plant the fhady bower. 

Where you fo blithely meet ? 
The fcented ihrub> and fragrant flower. 

To make your breezes fweet ? 

And muft'hele^ve the wood, the field, 

The dear /Arcadian reign ? . 
Can neitlicr verfe nor virtue fliieM % 

The guardian of the plain }' 

Muft he his tuneful breath refign, 

'Whom all the Mufes love I 
That round his brow their laurels twine, 

And all his fongs approve. 
PrefeYVe him, mild Omnipotence ! 

Our Father, King, and God, 
Who clear'ft the paths of life and fenfe. 

Or flop'ft them at thy nod. 
Bleft p6V<rer, who calm'ft the raging deep, 

' His valiied health reftore. 
Nor let the fons of Genius weep, 

Nor let the good deplore. 
But if thy boundlefs Wifdom knows 

His longer date an .ill, 
Let not my foul a wifh difclofe 

To cjntradi(5\ thy will. 

Y Fv^r 
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For happy-y happy yrere the change. 

For fuch a God-Iike jnindy 
To go where kindred (pints range, 

Nor leave a with behind. 

And though) to Ihare his pleafures here. 

King's might their ftate forego : 
Yet muft he feel fuch raptures there^ 

As none can tafte below^ 

VERSES left(wa6sAT» the Hand nnkaotfiu 

1^ £ AR TH 1 to hi$ remains induljg^ent 2>e, 
^^ Who fo much pare and coft beftowM on thee ! 
Who crown'd thy barren hills with ufeful fhade. 
And chearM wih tinkling riils each (ilent glade ; 
Here taught the day to wear a thoughtful ^loom. 
And there eniiven'd Nature's vernal bloom. 
Propitious earth ! lie lightly on his head^ 
And ever on his tobb diy vernal glories fpread ! 

CORYDON, A PAS TOR AX. 

To the Memory of William Shbitstone, Efq; 

A^ O ME, ftiepherds, we '11 follow the hearfe, 
^^ And fee our lov'd Corydon laid i 
Though forrow may blemifh the verfe. 

Yet let the fad tribute be paid. 
They cali'd him the pride of the plain ; 

In footh, he was gentle and kind; 

He mark'd in his elegant ftrain. 

The Graces that glow'd in his mind. 

Ob 
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On purpofe he planted yon trees. 

That bk-(ls i» tlie eoarerl^ miglit dwcUj 
He culturM his thyme for the hwesy 

But never would nffeii^^rr eeH. 
Ye lambkins, that fhEfdatl kwfyity 

Go bleat — and yettr rt&B»r bemoan : 
His mufic was avile& audi fweet. 

His manners a» ntaftHi a^ yeuv ovra. 

No verdure fliall cover the vale. 

No bloom on the blofToms appear ; 
The fweets of the foreft /hall fail. 

And Winter difcolour the year. 
No birds in our hedges Ihall fmg 

(Our hedges fo vocal before,) 
Since he that j(howld welcome the'fpi-ing. 

Can greet the gay feafon no md^. 

His Phyllis was fond of his praife. 

And poets came round in a throng j 
They liften'd, and envy*<P his lays. 

But which of them equaPd his fong ? 
Ye (heplierda, henceforward be mute. 

For loil is the paftoral ilrain ; 
So give me my Corydon's flute. 

And thus— let me break it in twain. 

J. CV^NIMCHAM-. 
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M. S. GULIELMI SHENSTONJ 

Ah! Gulklme, 

Hominum digniffime, 

Amicorum integerrime. 

Indole optima^ 

Moribus gratiifimis, 

Eruditione dilliisa, 

Ac corde quam maxime benigno 

Praedite, 

Morte, eheu ! praematura obrepte. 

Ah! Gullelme, 

Vale! 

1* Quanto minus eft, 

** Cum aliis verfari, 

** Quam tui meminifTe !" 

1 

Extraft from Mr. Maspn's *' Englifli Gard 
Book L 

—Nor, Shenftone, thou 
Shalt pafs without thy meed, thou fon of peace ♦ 
Whoknew'ft, perchance,, to harmonize thy fliadc 
Still fofter than thy fong j yet was that fong 
Nor rude, nor inharmonious, when attunM 
To paftoral plaint, pr tale of flighted love. 
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